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ON THE LIFE MD POETICAI WORKS OF 
GEORGE HERBERT. 



ITB^ it haa been saidj ^^is a Poem." This is true, pro- 

ily , of the Itfe of the humaD race as a whole, if we could see 

stii beginnifig and end, as well as its middle. But it ia not 

true of all Uvea* It is only a life liere and there, which oqu&Ia 

II the dignity and aspires to the completeneaa of a genuine and 

H great Poem, Most Uvea are &agnieotsury, even when they 

^■flte not fonl^ — they disappoint, even when tliey do not diagufit 

^^S<tltey are volumes without a preface, an index, or a moral. 

H It Ls delightful to turn firom such apologies for life to the 

" tare but real lives which God-gifted men, like Milton or 

Herlsert, have hmn enabled to spend even on this dark aud 

melancholy fuot*breadth for immortal spirits, called the earth. 

We class Milton and Herbert together^ for this, among other 

reftSOiiB, tlmt in both, the hie and tlie poems were Uioroughly 

oc^ffespondent and commensurate with each other, Milton hved 

the '* Paradise Lost "and tlie " Paradise Kegained," as well 

^ as wrote them. Herbert was, as well as built, *^ The Temple," 

H Not only did the intellectual archetype of its structure exist in 

^ his mind, hut he had been able, in a great measure, to realbe 

it in life, before expressing it in poetry. His piety was of a 

more evangelical cast than Milton's — his purity was tenderex 

and lovelier^ — he had more of the Christian, and less of the 

Jew. Milton ranks with the austere and sin-denoundBg pro* 
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phets of aacieut Israel— Herbert iximiud^ hb uf tliat ** disciple 
whom JejiUB lovei'^ 

Before, however, proceeding to analyse lib characterj a: 
criticise his Poein^ we Imre the facts of his life to recoi 
** Holy George Herljert ^' was bom in Moiitgnniery Caatl 
Shro|>shirej on the 3d day of April 1593. This castle^ aft 
wards levelled to the ground during the Civil War, was then 
tlie seat of an ancieiitj wealthy, and reputable family. His 
father was Richard Herbert, suniamed of Btakehall, in Mont- 
gomery, who sprang from a long line of knights, Hib mother 
was Magdalene Newport, tlie youngest daughter of Sir Ilichard 
Newportj of High Arkall, in the coonty of Salop. Like most 
of the mothers of men of genius, she was a remarkable person, 
distinguished by her wit, her " cheerful gravity," her godli- 
ness, her khid-heartedness, and her fond appreciation 
aon, She was wont to say that, as tlie mother of seven so 
and three daughters, God had given her JoVs number m\ 
Job's disfrifrntiou. George was the fifth son. The eldest of 
the family is well knowTi as Lord Herbert of Clierbury 
title which he obtained, on account of his services when a: 
bassador in France, from Charles L He w^as a gallant 
chivalrous man ; but is now chiefly known by his book, 
Venkite prout dwtin^mtur a Reeelatitmej an argument agair 
Revealed Religion— or, properly speaking, is remcml 
mainly for tlie memorable hallucination he has recorded in 
preface, 

George si>ent his childhood under the watchful eye of 
mother, in the society of two of his brothers, and under tl 
tuition of a chaplain. When he had reached the age of fou 
his father died* At twelve, he was transferred to Westminst 
Scliool, where, under tlie care of Dr Neale and ilr Ireland 
according to honest Izaak Walton, " the beaiiti^ of Ms pret 
behaviour and wit shined and became so eminent and lovel| 
in this his innocent age, that he seemed to be marked ou 
for piety, and to become the care of Heaven and of a particuls 
good Angel to guard and guide him.*^ While at this schc 
he profited much in the learned languages, and especially 
Greeki About the age of fifteen^ he was elected out of tha 
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fidbool for Trioily College, Cambridge, aiid repaired to that 
university in tlie year 1608. Hb mother^ knowing well wliat 
narseries of vice imiversiries are, and deejily anxiouB tliat a 
pfotniiie so morally fair as her son\s should not te blasted, 
peeomni ended him to tlie special charge of Dr Nevil, then 
Masster of the college and Dean of Canterhmy, who provided 
him a tutor, and acted towarda liim like a second father. His 
moilier liad preWously to this removed to Oxford, in order to 
give her eldest son Edward^ and some of her younger children , 
the benefits of a university education. There she became 
fteqiLainted witli tlie celebrated Dr Donne, and an ** amity," 
to fuse Walton's language^ wa^ begun betw^een tliem, *^ made 
tip of a chain of suitable inclinations and iHrtue^j — an amity 
like that of St Cltrysostom to Lis dear and virtuous Olym- 
pias." He was at that time a poor struggling man, with a 
wife and family, and she supplied him with funds , besides 
honouring him with her iriendship. This admirable woman, 
aftef continuiug twelve years a widow, wm married a second 
time^ to ilie Earl of Danby j and Dr Donne lived long enough 
to shed tears at her death, and to pronounce a Ameral oration 
orcr her grave* 

Meanwhile, George was pursuing a calm, pious, and diligent 
career at Cambridge* His mother's image seemed to hang up 
like a pictnte, in hi^ still study-chamber, restraining liim from 
vice, ealming dowa passion, and smiling liim on to labour. 
Even in the " morning of that short day of his life," he seemed 
to be marked out for virtue and to "become the care of 
Heaven," He was made Baclielor of Arts in the year IGll ; 
llajor Fellow of the college in 1615; and in the same year, 
when he was only twenty-two years of age, he became Master 
of Arts, It is notable, that during all hia college career his 
principal diversion was music. This is another of the points 
in which he resembles Milton. While many of his youthful 
oonteinporaries were engaged in riot, or ** assembling them- 
edv^es by troops in the harlots' houses,'' holy George IIerl>ert 
aate alone and aloft in his evening chamber, w^ith a musical 
instiittnent in his hand, to the piercing call of which Ins own 
|i6acefiii thoughts and the solemn stars of night ap 
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tmiaan to ariEe, Thus he " relieved,*' he saidj " hia drooping 
apIritS; composed his dietmcted thoughts, and raised hie weaiy 
aottl 80 fiir above the earth, that it gave him an earnest of the 
joys of heaven before he posseat them/' The power of music 
has been felt by bmtea and by bmte-Uke men ; but how far 
deeper is its influence upon prepared and holy spiritSj on whom 
it does notj as on common mortalB, " poor beautiful disdain," 
but in whom it awakens strange yeiuminga — dim delightfid 
memories — obscure and mighty joysj which they may he 
after recognise in loftier stages of their existence ! 

By this liabitual practice of the art of music did Herbert 
shield his young soul, at that period when the passions 
strongeat and most dangerous. Companions he had 
only Dr Nevil sometimes invaded his studious solitude, 
cheered him by his company* He regretted afterwards 
lie kept himself so shy, and so much aloof^ in deportment aiid 
in dress, from his interiors in rank,^ — a regret in which w*e i 
not share. His pride was, on the whole, a pure, and nol 
and defenBive pride. It taught him habits of deep self-co 
munion^ and enabled him to accumulate those materials whenctf 
he was afterwards to pile up the stately fabric of" The Tempi 

In the year 1C19, he was elected orator for the univeisil 
The duties of this office were various. We quote, from one j 
his letters, his own description of what he had now to 
*' The orator^ 8 place is the finest place in the universil 
though not the gainfuUest ; yet that will be about £30 
annum* But the commodlousness is beyond the reveni 
for the orator writes all the university letters, makes all 
orations, be it to king, prince, or whatever cornea to the 
versity. To requite tlicse pains^ he takes place next the 
tOTSj is at all their assemblies and meetings, and sits above 
proctot^ ; is regent or non-regent at his pleasure, and such 
gayneascs, which will please a young man welh'^ In 
situation, highly honourable in itself, and especially to himi 
account of his youth, he spent eight years, and obtained 
irefsal credit for the taste, tact, tkcility, and felicity with wl 
he discharged its dutieSp While acting in this caj 
^^ King Jamie," as he is often familiarly called, sent the 
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Ticrsity one of his pedantic books, entitled B€mlmm Doron^ 
and our bero was appointed to acknowledge the gift. He did 
i(», in a Latin tetter 3tiU extant, with ao much elegance, siieh 
igreeable tiatterj, and witJi a mixture of coneeits bo suitable 
to Jftines's capacity and taste, that he waa delightcdj made par- 
tacutar inqtiiTy about tlie orator, and declared him to be the 
jewel of tlie nriivensity. George BucKanan or John Milton 
|]i0t have told James, ** Liher hie vester summovet oc^a-* 
imiemj adeo ut qui non suhjieiunlur ditioni, erudltwni 
imtrm obtemperent * per hunc imperas orln univtrso^ victoriuaque 
gloriam abeque crttdelitate effusi sanguinis, delibas.*' But 
Geotge Herbertj with all hia excelleiieies, wfig, partly by tein- 
perament and partly by position, very much of a courtier^ 
and held lofty notions of prerogative, alike in church and state, 
Hetaoei when the brave and witty Andrew Melville assailed 
the lituigy, ceremonies, and government of the Churchy in 
diii^rs bitter versicles, Herbert strained his genius and Ijatinity 
I to reply, in the *^ Angli Mimas Eesponsaria^,'* to be found in 
fiome editions of hia poems* He lavished not a little fiatteiy, 
[ too, upon Prince Chai'le^^ and on Lord Bacon, the latter of whom 
[became intimate w^tb, and dedicated bis translation of some of 
Da^nd's Psalms to, his " Ytrj good friend, Mr George Herbert." 
L He ittciuded, also, among hia warm friends, Dr Andrews, 
■Bialiop of Winchester, Sir Henry Wot ton, and Dr Donne, 
" who left liim, at liia death, a preciotis seal, bearing the figure 
^ of Chrifit crucified upcm an auchorj with the inscription— CV«a? 
H miki atichora^ During the firat years of hie oratorehip, Her- 
^ bert wm &r from idle. He studieJ Italian, Spanish, and 
French, Teiy carefully, the more that he entertained the ambi- 
tion of being made Secretary of State. Latterly, in the pro- 
secution of this aim, and from love of the court life, he waa 
eeldom to be found in Cambridge, except when the king waa 
tliei^^ and when panegyrics, eloquent and overdone as lau- 
idil/ea' od€8, were always forthcoming. His delight was in 

I London. Tlie king had given him a handsome sinecure of 
£120 a-year, which bad once belonged to Sir Philip Sydney ; 
and wttb this, and the annuity he had from his family, and 
Ilia proceeds of his college and his oratorahip, he, accordit; 
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Walton, eiijoyed his geotccl humour for elotheSj aiid 
court-like com pan Vj lenviug one Herljert Thorn dike to be liia 
substitute at the university. It is curious to think of the 
author of " The Temple ^* aa a fop, learned in varieries of velvet 
doublets, laden with alderman -like chains of goldj and pn> 
found in questions tefejring to the buckler and hose of the 
period ! But it is ae curiou&j and far more pleasing to notice, 
that liis biographers and fiiends have never hinted that the 
purity he had retained at Cambridge in youth was lost in 
London in mjiohood. Often as in *' The Temple " lie accuses 
himself, his aUusions seem rather to point to firivolities and 
vanities, than to faults or vices^ 

He was J however, subject to iiiBrmities and illnesses of vari- 
ous sorts — now scorched by severe lever, and now threaten! 
by consumptionj and always worn out by the edge of inte 
study. His witj he used to say, was like a " pen-knife in 
too narrow a 8 heath, too sharp for his body-" This bred 
him a strong desire to leave the university, to decline all stu 
for a season, and to travel in foreign parts. To this, howeT? 
his mother, doubtless for satisfactory reasons, was decided^ 
opposed; and, with a spirit rate in grown-up children, 
eheerfuUy submitted to her pleasure. 

While Herbert, instejid of travelling abroad, was dancing 
attendance at Courtj and expecting promotion^ two of 
principal iriendSj the Duke of Richmond and the JIarqois 
nnmilton, died. They were followed to the grave by King" 
James himself, and with him expired all Herbert^s ambitious 
hopes. He retired to the neighbourhood of London, where, 
for a season, he comnnmed with his own heart and was stilh 
The question was, should he return to 'Hhe painted pleasures 
of a court, or enter into sacred orders ** ? He soon made up 
his mind to the latter step, induced partly by his mothe/a 
earnest wish, partly perhaps by dLsapiXJintment and eliagrtj 
but principally by a deep and growing sense of the vanity J 
earthly things, and of the grandeur and reality of the thii 
abo%'e. lie had come at last completely within the attract!^ 
of h^ven, and all the rest of his short life was spent in revol 
iug in narrowing circles around the great orb* No sooK 
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lud he formed the resolution than he proceeded to put it in 

pmcHce, Within a year he wa^ made deacon, and in July 

J6 Jie was appointed Pi^hendarj^ of Layton Eccleaia in tJie 

j(,of Lincoln* The chin-ch at this place he found in a 

litioHj and his firat step was to raiflc a subscription 

^^ it* Ue sncceededj it ia saidj in making it a very 

year 1G29, being tliirty-fouf years of agCj he was 
ilh a quotidian ague, and in order to remove it by 
diaiiga of ab, he went to Woodford in E^sex^ where some 

I of Mb fnendsy and his brother 8ir Henry, were residing, 
^hcn^j in the course of a yearj by following a strict dietary 
rregiinen^ he was completely cured of the ague, although , in its 
!|ilftcC| a con*iimptive tendency began more decidedly to discover 
itficil In the sharpest of his fits he would sometimes cry, 
** Lord^ almtc my great affliction or increase my patience ; but| 
Lord, I repine not ; I am dumb, Lord, before thee, because 
Itlioa doeM it," His next remove was to Dauntsey in Wiltshire j 
I** a noble house in a choice airj" owned by Lord Dan vers. 
Bj by spare diet, exercise, and avoiding all study, he 
m so well and strong, that lie determined on tvi^o import- 
ant steps — to marry, and to enter on the order of priest in 
^B the English Church, Th&se had long been the two main 
^p wishes of his mother's heart, but she was not permitted to see 
'' the accomplL^ihment of either^ having died in 1627* At her 
death he had resigned his oratorship. 

Hia marriage was singular and even romantic in its eircura- 

stances. He had a friend in Wilts^ named Charles Dan vers, 

I who Iiad a family of nine daughters, and who had often pub- 

iljcly exfire^sed a desire that Mr Herbert should nuirry one of 

hem, but especially Iiis daughter Jane, l:)ccause Jane ims his 

iMiWivl daughter. He had often spoken of the subject to Herbert^ 

[and often to JanCj so that she fell in love wnth him before 

ehe had ever seen his face, and he, it would seem, was very 

'fevourably disposed toward her. Her father, uufortunatelyj 

I died before they metj but some Mends procured an interview, 

and certiuidy Love never did his work in a more rapid and 

Itnastcriy style than on this occasioUj nor did ever Marriage 
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tread more closely on Love'^a heelfi ; — in tliree days they were 
one, and Uerbert might have boastedj Vcnij vidiy vtci^ were It 
not that he had conquered long before he came. This prince- 
like mode of courtship seems to haire had a happy issue ; 
Walton says, quaintly and beautifrilly, " The Etenial Lover of 
mankind made them happy in each other^a mutual and equal 
affections and compliance, indeed so happy that there never 
was any opposition betwixt them unless it were a conte 
wbich should most incline to a compliance witli the otl 
desires. And though this begot and continued in Uiem sm 
a mutual hm^ and Jo^^ and co^dmd^ as was no way defectiv< 
yet this mutual content^ and hm^ and joy did receive a dailj 
augmentation, by such daily obligingness to each other, as 
still added such new affluences to the former Mness of these 
divine soulsj as was otdy improvable in heaven, where the; 
now enjoy it," 

Soon after his marriage, the rectory of Bemerton fell vacatit' 
and, through tlie influence of the Earl of Pembroke, Herbert 
was presented with it After many searchings of heart, he 
was, at last, on the 26th of April 1630, inducted into the 
pleasant |)arsonage of Bemerton, which is about a mile fro; 
Salisbury, He was in the thirty-sixth year of his age 
his induction he was, according to a custom then prevalen 
shut up in the church alone and left to toll the bell j but as 
stayed longer than usual, his friend Mr Woodnot looked in at 
tlte window and saw him lying prostrate in prayer on the 
ground before tlic altar, jwuring out, it was found, passionate 
prayers for Divine aid, and ejaculating rules for the future 
maTiagement of his life — prayers which were heard, and 
which were rigidly obBer\^ed. On the night of his inductii 
he told Ifr Woodnot that he was ^^ sure to live well, becai 
the virtuous life of a clergj^nmn is the most powerful eloqueoi 
to persuade all tljat see it to reverence and love, and at legist 
to dcBire to live like him* And this I will do because I know 
we live in an age that hath more need of good examples 
precepts/' On the third day after he was made rector, 
exchanged his sword and gay clothing for a canonical hab; 
and returning to Bainton, where his wife's relations resii 
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he saluted his wife^ and reminded her of the new position she 
now occupied, and of the new duties — ^particularly increased 
humility — ^which were now incumbent on her. Like a meek 
and brave disciple of Jesus Christ, she accepted, and after- 
wards fully sustained, the gracious burden her husband thus 
gave her to bear. 

And now began a career of labour, so short, so sweet, and 
so splendid in its holy lustre, that we can best compare it to 
an autumnal day in the close of October, when the imion of 
the softest of suns and the meekest of earths is as brief as it is 
bright and perfect, reminding us of that beautiful strain of the 
Poet himself — 

** Sweet day, so cool, so cakn, so bright, 
The bridal of the earth and sky ; 
The dew shall weep thy fall to-night ; 
For thou must die." 

He commenced his ministerial work, as at Layton, by 
repairing the church, the chancel, and the parsonage. He 
b^an, too, immediately to care for the poor, to visit the sick, 
and, in the grand, simple, immortal language of Burke, ^^ to 
remember the forffottenJ'^ He next bound himself by a set of 
written resolutions, which we find now condensed in his little 
book called the CcutiJtry Parson^ to perform his duties in 
regular system and series. His first text was, ^^ Keep thy 
heart witii all diligence ;" and it soon became apparent that he 
meant it to apply to himself as much as to his parishioners. 
His first sermon was elaborate, flowered with many of his 
after "Temple" ornaments, and delivered with much elo- 
quence. But he soon found that a rich feather does not 
always imply a strong wing, and that the force of a shaft is 
not always in proportion to the plumage which surrounds it. 
He became, as all true preachers become at length, much 
more practical and simple ; he tried, too, to get his audience 
to realise the meaning of the English Church service ; and, as 
it was said of Augustus that he found Rome brick and left 
it marble, so let Herbert have this praise, that he found 
religion in his parish an empty form, and left it an earnest 

b 
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lealicj. He gsve Ms people m masKm for cTeiy oer^monj 
of their ritualy — he did something far more than thm, 
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thoroEgUly 
He cominenGed the practice of attechisitig hh Hock 
eveij Stmday afternoon^ and generaUy secured a Ml 
attentiTe audience^ Hb love for order and decorum led 
to reproTe nothiiig more aevereiy than indecency of beliavio 
dmiiig the time of public worship. Along with his i^'ife^ and 
three nieces of luSf and all hb family^ be went twice every 
day to ehiirch pfayeasB^ at the hours of ten and fouij aiid ** then 
and there lifted np pufe and charitable hands to God in the 
midst of the oongregatioiL" This could not fail of proditcing 
an irapression npon the neighbourhood ; a great quiet revival 
of religion was the result. Most of hia parisbionersj and 
gentlemen from the neighbourhood, conataatly attended 
diapel during w^ek-days. Not a few let tlieir plough rest in 
mid furrow J when Mr Msrberts Saints* Bell rung to pray 
and they are said to hare found or &ncied that when resum 
it moYcd more briskly to the tune of the good man's bleaainj 
Uis main recreation continued to be music^ and his joy 
h seemed to increase as he neared die glorious region where 
is manied for ev^er to i>erfect holiness and bliss. In his 
fine words J he now heard ^* church bells beyond tlie stars," 
'* tJm sound tff ghry ringfm/ in his ear^.^^ He composed him- 
self many hymns and anthemsj and set and sung them to his 
lute or vioL Not contented with singing these to himsetf 
alone in his morning garden^ or in his still study, he walked 
twice eveiy week to Salisbury Cathedral, that on the billows 
of its organ his soul might find a " nearer way to the celes 
gate/' and when he came back, would declare tliat he 
found a heaven upon earth there. His Hfe, indeed, at 
times, seemed a piece of heaven. His charity was unbound 
his habits were severely simple \ his affections flowed out in 
perpetual stiBam of theerfiil fulness upon all around him, 
gave, tlirough his wife^ who was his almoner, a tentli of al. 
his tithes to the poor of tlie imrish. On one occasion, he 
iornid a poor man and hia horse in great distress, the horse 
fiillen, and the man unable to aid him ; he put i 




OP OEaBQB HERBEaT, 



€04Lt, helped, good Samaritati-like, the maijj received and re- 
tuniod hh blefisittg, and arrived in Salisbury covered with 
mire^ instead of in his vbubI clean apparel ; but met the 
wonder of his friends j by telling the occasion ^ and adding^ that 
the ihought of what he had dooe would prove mmi*^ to kim at 

Daring all this time, he had been at intervals c^nnK>sing 
the ininutable stiaina which now form " The Temple/^ The 
Temple of Sakunon arose amid the snbUme^t silence ; no axe 
or liammer was heard ia its building: the Temple of George 
Herbert aroee to the aoimd of the Inte and the viol^ for it 
would seem that many if not all its harmonious numberSj 
were mmg aloud by the Poet to hia instrument. The poem 
waa not published till after his death, but seems for a con- 
aiderable time before to have been hh darling task, and one^ 
of the secret solaoea which nefreshed his spirit amid itJ5 mani-^ 
fold labours^ and amid the symptoma wfiich Ijegan to multiply, 
and to prove tliat his constitution was crurablingj and that 
^ hd wm now ready to be offeredj and the time of his dei>arttiTO 
WM at hand*" Conanmption was the gentle mesacngejr sent 
to oonditet him to his Father^s house, resembling a reluctant 
ad lingering executionerj kissing, ere it killed^ the heavenly 
tDaa, He was at length confined to his house, or to the 
chapel adjoining it, where he continued to read prayers con- 
stimtiy twice every day, althongh very weak^ till, at his 
wife^s request, who oljserved this practice to be wasting anc 
wearing liim out, he resigned it to his friend, Mr Bostock," 
yet said he would continue " a hearer of them till this mortal 
shall put om immortality," By and by, he was confined to 
Ilia ooueh, where one Mr Duncan, a friend of Herbert's friend 
Nicholas Ferrar (a man of remarkable piety and lcaming)| 
finmd him lying gpcnt to a shadow, but with a mixture of 
naajeilty and hnmihty in his countenance and bearing which 
affected him to awe fmd tears. The same gentleman^ retiim- 
ing after five days, found him still alive, but very much weak-»J 
ene(L It was on this occaaian that he seems first to have' 
betrayed to any one the enistence of his poem. Bowing 
down upon his bed of death, he handed a little volume to Mr 
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Duncan, and said^ ^''iSir. I pray jxiu^ deliver this little book to 
my dear Lrotlier FerraTj ai*d tell Iiim, he shall find in it a 
picture of the inaiiy spiritual conflicts that have passed betwee 
God and my &oul before I could subject mine to the will 
Jestis my Ma^terj in whose service T liave now found perl< 
freedom. Desire him to read it, and then, if he can think it 
may turn to the advantage of any dejected poor aoul, let it 
be made public ; if not^ let him bum it^ for I and it are lesa 
tlian the least of Cwod-R mercies," Mr DimcaUj with the precious 
volume in his possegsiouj had now to leave hinij but bis old 
friend Mr Woodnot came down from London, and during 
the thi-e^ weeks which preceded his deatb never ceased 
wait on him night and dayj till he at last closed his ep 
He was J besides, visited and prayed for by all the nei] 
bouring clergy, including the Bishop and Preljendarics of 
Cathedral Church at Salisburj' ; and his wife and his th: 
nieces were unwearied in their attentiona. He was, we said, 
8]>ent to a shadow J but was a sliadow soon to hecome a 8itJb~ 
stance^ and he felt himself about to put on anotlier house, a 
tabernacle not of this building. His conversation was 
elevated, and heavenly. He told Ins friends^ that all the jo; 
he once valued, such as beauty, wit^ music, and pleasant con 
versa t ion, had now all past him like a dream, or as a sbado^ 
that never returns ; he w^as now alxjut to make hu bed in ih^ 
dfirk^ but praised God that he was prepared, A number of 
eiimilar expre^ions, glowing with hope and love, escaped hk 
lip«, till the bystanders began to tliink that his words were 
cluster of rosea fallen over the wall of heaven upon him e: 
he w^aa ready io enter in. The Sunday before hie death, he 
rose from his l>ed, called for one of his instmroents, took it u; 
in his band, proceeded to play and sing — 

Mj muflic ah all find thee^ 

And every string 
Shdl have hia attribute to afng.^ 

And added a portion of his beautiful hymn, entitled " SundayJ 
" Thus/* says Walton, " he sung on earth such hymns anj 
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anthema as the angels and he and Mr Ferrar are now sing- 
ing in heaven." 

On the day of his death, he said to Mr Woodnot, " I am 
flony I have nothing to present to Qod but sin and misery — 
but the first is pardoned, and a few hours shall put a period to 
the second." Mr Woodnot reminded him of the good deeds 
he had done ; he answered, " They be good works, if they be 
^irinkled with the blood of Christ, and" not otherwise." After 
some severe struggles, and having requested his wife and 
nieces, who were weeping in extreme anguish, to leave the 
room, he committed his last will to Mr Woodnot's care ; and 
then dying out, ^' I am now ready to die ; Lord, forsake me 
not, now my strength fisiileth, but grant me mercy for the 
merits of my Jesus. And now. Lord, Lord, now receive my 
sonl!" he breathed his last. May not every one take up the 
language of his biographer, and say, ^^ I wish, if God be 
flo pleased, that I may die like him " ? It was the year 
1633. 

Thus, at Bemerton, for three years lived and laboured one 
of the most thoroughly Christian gentlemen that ever breathed. 
Hia piety had a primitive depth and simplicity, and his 
holiness was blended with mild and gentle elements. His 
was that " cheerful godliness " which Wordsworth less hap- 
pily has ascribed to a greater than he. In person he was tall, 
straight, and thin ; he seemed purged, resolute, and stripped, 
as one who was soon to join a spiritual company. 

His poem, " The Temple," after some vexatious delay (in 
this also resembling the ^^ Paradise Lost ") on account of two 
lines which the licenser objected to— which were these — 

*^ Religion stands a-tiptoe in our land, 
Ready to pass to the American strand " — 

was at last published in Cambridge — Mr Ferrar superintending 
the press — and became instantly popular. It was just an 
alabaster box of ointment suddenly broken, and its perfiime, 
like ointment poured forth, spread near and far. By the time 
that Izaak Walton wrote the life of the author, twenty thousand 
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copies of tlic work had Lcea ctrculated, SincCj the i^ue ha 
been very large, and its reputation is still on the incrtaae* 

We come now to criticise " The Temple/' although the 
t^m criticism applied to what is a homm companion rather 
than a book may seem cold ajid out of place. We come| thcQp 
we shall rather say, to announce our profound love for 
work, and to assi^ certain re^ons for that loTe. W© ma) 
firstj howeverj aUude to the faults with which it lias been justi; 
charged. These are, Iiowever, venial, and are those not of 
audior so much as of bis day. He is often quaint, and 
not a few conceits, which are rather ingenious than tastefu: 
AnagmmSj acrostics, verbal quibbles, and a hundred oth 
formuljE, cold in themsclvesj although indigenous to the 
and greatly redeemed by the fervour his geniuB throws in 
them^ abound in ^^ The Temple/^ and so far suit tlie them* 
that they remind us of the curious figures and devices which 
add their Arabesque border to the grandeur of old Abbeys and 
Cathedrals, It was the wild, crude rhythm of the period^ and 
had Herbert not conformed himself to it, he had either been a 
far less or a far greater poet than he was. Yetj though bound 
in chains, he became even in durance an alchvmist, and turned 
his chains into gold. 

Herbert has, besides, what may be considered mo: 
formidable faults than these. He is often obscure^ and 
allegorising vein is opened too often, and explored too fiir; 
80 much so, that had we added a commentary or extended 
notes on " The Temple," it would have necessarily filled 
another volume nearly as large as the presents This the 
of our publication, of course, entirely forbids. We may merel 
premise these advices to those who would care to unders^ 
m well as read the sucoeeding poem :— l«f, Let them i^gard 
it as in many portions a piece of picture-i^'riting ; 2^^/, Let 
them seek the secret of this, partly by a careful study of the 
book itself, and partly by reading the similar works of Doune, 
Qnarles, Giles Fletcher, and John Bunyau ; tW^y, Let the 
Ijclieve in Her!>ert, even when they do not understand lii; 
and, 4tJilif^ Let them rejoice that the great proportion of t' 
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iMok 18 perfectly clear and plains to Christians by exprnence, 
to poets by imaginative sympathy, to all men in general by 
the power of conscience, the sense of guilt, and that fear of the 
tenors and that hope of the joys of a future state of being, by 
which all hearts at times are moved. 

Yet, Herbert, although his mind wrought in a superinduced 
atmosphere of mysticism, and although he is commonly 
dassed with those whom Dr Johnson calls the metaphysical 
poets, was by no means naturally or generally a mystic. 
The form of his writing was sometimes dark and involved, 
bat the substance and matter of it were generally clear. His 
views of religion, at least, seem to us to have been exceedingly 
explicit and distinct He belonged neither to Paul (the meta- 
physical), nor altogether to Cephas (the ceremonial), nor to 
Apollos (the rhetorical), nor even, although he resembled him 
much, to John (that lovely flower on the breast of Christ), 
but to Jesus himself, whom he so often calls his ^^ Master," 
and whom he loved with a love passing the love of women. 
Emphatically, he was a worshipper of Jesus Christ; and 
idl his nature, and all his genius, spread out their full riches 
only to the magnet of the God-Man of Nazareth. His love 
to him amoimted to a personal passion. It is said of 
Bobert Ebll, that in prayer he sometimes seemed absolutely 
to 9ee Christ, and so probably it was with Herbert But it 
was not the glorified Christ that he saw, so much as the pale 
sufferer at Calvary crowned with thorns, bleeding, forsaken, 
with his eyes full of a far look of love and sorrow, as they 
gaoed down on his murderers, and with his lips now uttering 
die awful question to his Father, " My God, my God, why 
hast thou forsaken me?" and now asking heaven, earth, and 
hell, " Was ever grief like mine ? " The atonement was his 
fiivourite doctrine, and how heavily does he lean all the 
weight of his hope upon the Cross ! 

Next to the person of Christ, Herbert's passion was the 
Church of England. Coleridge justly remarks, that fiiUy to 
appreciate him, the critic must be " an affectionate and dutiful 
child of the Church, and from habit, conviction, and a con- 
stitutional predisposition to ceremoniousness in piety, as in 
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manners, find her fonna and ordinances aids of religion, 
sources of formality.^' To these qualifications we cannot pre- 
tend. But although ** constitutionally prediiposed *' to des 
ceremony J we grant, that all the beauty which doea exiiit 
these rites and forms has been extracted by Herbert, and 
he has added to them a supplemental intere^st, and shed on 
them the gentle glow of \m own genius. The ** Ch 
surroimded by its immemorial trees and quiet grave-sto: 
hung vnt\i its simple belfry, and with its spire peacefu 
pointing up like a finger to the sky, illuminated within by 
painted and storied windows ^ with ita altar, its commu: 
eleujents, its rustling Prayer-books, its kneeling worship, i» 
deep araens and devout ejaculations, its inikntis ente^ 
to be baptized like new stars to be " named of God/' 
white surplice of the priest, the solemn tone^ of the cI® 
and the voice of the organ arising ever and anon^ like 
unearthly accompaniment to the devotion which it seems 
gather up in folds of melody and to lift to heaven, — all 
stands before us in Herbert's verse, as in the light of 
autumnal day — alight which can not only beautify the deca' 
and make solitary places glad, and withered leaves 
gold, but which can add a deeper beauty to the beaut iful, 
liot only make the earthly spiritual, but the spirltiial ap 
sacred, and the sacred divine. In what a spirit of filial aff< 
tion does this Poet, looking to the " British Church," say 

** I joy, dear mother, when I view 
Thy perfect Uneaments aiid hue, 

Both sweet ajid hrtght : 
B^atUjf in thee takes up her i>laoo» 
And dates her letters from thj^ face, 

When alie doth write.'' 

So far, unquestionably, he is correct. For if gorge43ua 
Tnelo-dramatic and merctrieioua grandeur distinguish 
aerviee of the Chmcli of Rome, and if that of iJie Presbyl 
Clittrch be marked by severe simplicitj'^, approaching, in* 
certain circumstances, to the sublime,^ — that of the Chureh 
England has unquestionably more beauty why it should 
desired. May we not conceive of, and shall there not yet 
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realised, a still better form of worship than any of the three, 
— ^better, because combining all their merits without their 
defects, the simple psalmody and unformal prayers of Scottish 
devotion, blended or alternated with the rich music and the 
oatward reverence of the English, and relieved and beautified 
by a few of the pictorial glories which have exerted such 
power in the Roman Catholic service, and which might be 
redeemed and devoted to other ends? 

" The Temple," looking at it more narrowly, may be viewed 
in itfl devotional, in its poetical, and in its philosophical aspects, 
which we may figure as its altar, its painted window, and its 
floor and foundation. First, as a piece of devotion it is a 
Prayer-book in verse. We find in it all the various parts of 
jncyer. Now like a seraph he casts his crown at God's feet, 
and covers his face with his wings, in awful adoration. Now 
he looks up in His £em^, with the happy gratitude of a child, 
and mnrmurs out his thanksgiving. Now he seems David 
the penitent, although fallen from an inferior height, and into 
pits not nearly so deep and darksome, confessing his sins and 
sliortoomingB to his Heavenly Father. And now he asks, and 
ptays, and besieges heaven for mercy, pardon, peace, grace, 
and joy, as with '^ groanings that cannot be uttered." We find 
in it, too, a perpetual undersong of praise. It is a Psalter, 
no less than a Prayer-book. And how difierent its bright 
sparks of worship going up without effort, without noise, by 
mere necessity of nature, to heaven, from the majority of 
hymns which hare since appeared ! No namby-pambyism, 
no false unction, no nonsensical raptures, are to be found in 
them ; their very fisiults and mannerisms serve to attest their 
sincerity, and to shew that the whole man is reflected in 
them. Even although the poem had possessed far less poetic 
merit, its mere devotion, in its depth and truth, would have 
commended it to Christians, as, next to the Psahns, the fitiedt 
collection of ardent and holy breathings to be found in the 
world. 

But its poetical merit is of a very rare, lofty, and original 
order. It is full of that subtle perception of analogies which 
is competent only to high poetical genius. All things, to 
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Herbert, appear marvellouBly alike to each other* The 
eneeSj email or greatj whether they be the interspaces bet 

leavesj or the gulfe betTreen galaxies, shrivel op and 
appear. The all becomes one vast congeriea of tnirton 
of similitudes — of duplicatea — 

** Star nods to star, ei^h system has its brother. 
And half the tiniverse re€ecta the otber.^ 

This principle, or perceptioiij which is the real spriBgl 
all iaocy and imaginalioiij was very strong in Herl 
mind, and hence the marvellous richness, freedom j and ' 
of his images. He hangs npon his " Temple ** now Hov 
and now stars, now blossomfl and now full-grown fruit, 
gathers glories from all regions of thought — 'fifom all gaid^ 
of beauty — ^from all the histoiy, and art, and science tl 
accessible to him, — and he wreathes them in a garland arou 
the bleeding brow of ImmanueL Soraetinies his style 
hi bits a clear mcissivencss like one of the Temple pLUi 
sometimes a dim richness like one of the Temple window 
and ncTcr is there wanting the Temple music^ now waill 
mdodiouslyj now moving in brisk, lively, attd bird- 
measures^ and now uttering loud pieans and crashes 
victorious eound. It has been truly said of himj that be* 
is " inspired by the Bible, as its vaticinators were iB^i^ 
by God.'' It is to him not only the ** Book of 
but the God of Books/* He has hung and brooded overj 
pageSj like a bird for ever dipping her wing in the sea j 
has imbibed its inmost spirit — he has made its divine wc 
" the men of liis counsel , and his song in the liouse of 
pilgrimage," till they are in his verse less imitated than rej 
duced. In this, as in other qualitiea, such as high imag 
tion, burning sseal, quaint fancy, and deep simplicity | 
character he resembles tliat " Child- Angel,*' John Bunj 
who was proud to be a babe of the Bible, although his genius 
might have made him without it a gigantic original. 

We might have quoted many passages corroborating 
imprecision s of the sTir}>assing artistic merit of Gc 
Uerbert's poem. Bat the book, as well aa the critidfl 
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is BOW in tlie reacler^s hands^ and he is called upon to 
jndgft flat himself. We may merely recommend to his atten- 
lioii, $m especially beautiftil and richj " The Church- Porch/' 
^The Agony," ^* RedemptioD;' ** Easter/* " Sin," " Prayer;' 
j%STittsmiday;* *^ Affliction;' " Humility," " To aH Angela 
Sainta^^ *^ Vanity;' ** Virtue'' {which contains the stanza 
often qnotcd, ** Sweet Day;' &c), '' The British Church;' 
[Tlie Quip;' and *^ Peace," Many more will detain and 
aate him aa he goes along, — some by tlieir ingemotia 
ity, some by tlieir tremulous pathos, some hy the pecu- 
jftindit}" of tlicir devotional spirit ; and the rest by Uie 
ily and truth which bum in every line. 
We hare spoken of the philosophy of " The Temple/' We 
not mean by this, tJiat it contains any elaborately con- 
acted, distinctly defined, or logically defended system, but 
Imply llial it abounda in glimpttea of philosophic thought of 
prtifound and searching cast. The singular earnest- 
1 of Herbert's terapcraraent was connected with — perhaps 
we should rather say created in him — an eye which penetrated 
bolow the surface, and looked right into the seereta of things* 
In hh peculiarly happy and ble.'ssed constitution, piety and 
tlie philosophic genius were united and reconciled ; and from 
tlioie awfiil depths of man's mysterious naturej whicli few have 
tlboirotighly, although incidentally, explored than he, he 



ttfta up, not a howl of despair, nor a curse of misanthropy, 
nor a ciy of mere aatonishraent, but a hymn of worship* We 
refer edpedally to those two striking portions of the poem en- 
titled ** Man " and ** Providence/' The first is a fine comment 
on the Pftttlmist's words, " I am fearfully and wonderfully 

Iioade^" Herbert first saw, or at least first expressed in poetry, 
mt central position of man to the imiverse — the fact that all 
ha vmrions lines find a focus in him — that he is a microcosm 
lo the All, and tliat every part of man is, in its turn, a little 
nucTOCOsm of him. The germ of some of the abstruse theories 
propoimded by Swedenborg, and since enlarged and illustrated 
by the author of The Human Body^ Conmdered in its 
B^oHan to Man (a treatise written with a true Elizabethan 
of style and thought, and which often seems to ap- 
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proack, at least, great abysses of discovery), may be found i^ 
Herbert's verses. " Man," Herbert says, " is evetything aoft 
more." He is ^^ a beast, yet is or should be more**' He ifi 
^^ all symmetry — full of proportions, one limb to anatharj atd 
all to all the world besides.'" 

^ Head with foot hath private amity. 
And both with moons and tides.** 

*^ His eyes dismount the highest star : 
He is in little aU the sphere. 
Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because that they 
Find their acquaintance there*' 

« Each th ing isfuU of diUyP 

^ More servants wait on Man; 
Than hell take notice of : in every path 

He treads down that which doth befriend him. 
When sickness makes him pale and wan. 
Oh, mighty love ! Man is one worlds and hath 
Another to attend himP 

How Strikingly do these words bring before us the though 
of Man the Mystery 1 ^' What a piece of workmanship" -verily 
he is ! He is formed as of a thousand lights and shadows. 
He is compacted out of all contradictions. While his ftet 
touch the dust, and are of miry day, his head is of gold, and 
strikes the Empyrean. He is mysteriously linked on the one 
side to the beasts that perish, and has an affinity as mysteriooi, 
on the other, to the angels of God. Nay, inanimate natoie 
itself claims ^^ acquaintance " with this '^ quintessence of 
dust" The periods of his life bear a striking analogy to the 
seasons ; his brain at times moves to the moon ; his hearty as 
well as cheek, is coloured by the sun ; his advancement as a 
species bears a distinct relation to the changes of the earth's 
surface and to its place in the heavens ; he is the repreaeatfr* 
tive of the universe, has imbibed at once its glories and its 
glooms, has snatched from the star its fire and its mysteiji 
and vibrates like the string of a harp to every breath of tibe 
great system with which he is indissolubly connected. Made 
in the image of Grod, and having notions of and aspiratioBi 
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ifter alMolate perfection^ ke is, and in some measure knows 
bimaelf to be, a vile sinner. Lord of earth, sea, air, and all 
their riches, he is a firetfiil, discontented, hating, hateful, and, 
on the whole, so far as his present life goes, miserable 
wretch. He is in one view a whole, and in another a 
yawning firagment; and, according to the angle at which 
yofQ see him, resembles now a full moon, now a crescent, 
and now a waning orb. Able to ^^ weigh the sun,'' span 
the fields of space, acquainted with the times and sea- 
Bcms of the heavenly bodies, full of " thoughts that wander 
through etemi^," he is yet doomed to sicken, to die, and to 
have his low grave kissed, in scorn or pity, by the orbs whose 
spots he has numbered and whose eclipses he has foretold. 
Humboldt speaks of the Andes as including the world in their 
vast sweep, all climates, and seasons, and productions of earth 
being found between their base and their summit, between 
the ocean below and the hoary head of Chimborazo above ; 
thus man rises fix)m his dim embryo up to his grey head in 
age, touching, as he ascends, all conditions of being, and 
riflUDg in parallel to all gradations of the universe, and remain- 
ing in each and all a mystery, having, indeed, all mysteries 
compoanded and compressed in his one mysterious self. 
"When I consider the heavens," says David, "what is 
ram?" But may we not with all reverence invert David's 
statement, although not his spirit, and say, " When we con- 
ader man, what (in grandeur, incomprehensibili^, and terror) 
aie the heavens?" 

** Fop u$ the winds do blow ; 
Tlie earth doth rest^ heaven move, and fountaiDS flow/* 

* Many of Herbert's modem admirers, while quoting the rest 
of these verses on ^^ Man," omit its last stanza, although it 
seems to contain the moral of the wondrous Fable he had told, 
the solution of the Great Riddle he had propounded. Man is 
in a great measure a mystery, because he has forsaken his 
Grod ; he is a wondrous Palace untenanted by the only Being 
whose presence can fill the crevices, supply the deficiencies, 
occupy the vast rooms, glorify the gloomy places, explain the 
mysteriousness, and fulfil the destiny of the fabric ; and when- 
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ever He shall iiettum to it, Man's contradictions shall he : 
ciled^ his oontroversies ended, all that is now auibiguoos : 
him shall he explained^ and while his microcosmal chs 
shaU eoiitioae^ it shall assume a diviner meaning^ and 
as pore as it is um% ersah 

" Sinee then, my God, thou bast 
So brave a Rilace built ; O dwell in it, 
That it mnj dwell with thee at last ! 
Till then, afford us so m^ch wit 
That 04 the world urm^ v#^ we maj Mnt ^^ 
And both thy Serraiits be/* 

We need not dwell on his minor productions. 
poems we hare decided to omitj as not calculated to int 
the general readerj preferringj rather, to give hia coUaetid 
** Proverhsj" on account of their exceedmg riclinei?8. We 1 
lished^ indeed, Milton s, bnt hifl was an extraordinary 
and h%$ Latin poems stand in the very first category. 
have, with former editors, annexed "The Syrin 
poem written in imitation of ^^ The Temple/' hy i 
Hiirvey, which, in piety, if not altogether in poetic geniu0| i 
9k proper pendant to Herbert's works, and ranks to it 
** History of Tender Conscience " does to the ** Pi!^ni*B ■ 
gress,'' Herbert bas, besides, written a prose work, 
The Priest to the Temple ; or, The Country Parmn^ foil \ 
like piety and pithy advice, bordering sometimes, ind' 
snperstitioiis, and sometimes on the anstere. Altogether, therel 
are few places on earth nearer Heaven, filled with a rich 
holier light, adorned with chaster and nobler omamen 
where our souk can worship with a more entire forgetfnhi 
of self, and a more thorough realisation of tlie things trnseea 
and eternal, than in ^* The Temple " of George Herbert 
say, aa yon stand breathless below its solemn arches, ** 
is none other than the house of God, it is the gate of H* 
How dreadful^ yet how dear m tliis place 1 " 
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THE DEDICATION. 

Lord, my first finiits present themselves to thee ; 
Yet not mine neither ; for from thee they came, 
And must return. Accept of them and me, 
And make us striye, who shall sing best thy Name. 
Turn their eyes hither, who shall make a gain : 
Theirs, who shall hurt themselves or me, refrain. 



THE CHURCH PORCH. 

PERIRBHANTEBIUH. 

Thou, whose sweet youth and early hopes enhance 
Thy rate and price, and mark thee for a treasure, 
Hearken unto a Yerser, who may chance 
Rhyme thee to good, and make a bait of pleasure : 

A verse may find him, who a Sermon flies. 

And turn delight into a Sacrifice. 

Beware of lust ; it doth pollute and foul 

Whom God in Baptism wasb'd with his own blood : 

It blots the lesson written in thy soul ; 

The holy lines cannot be understood. 
How dare those eyes upon a Bible look, 
Much less towards God, whose lust is all their book ! 
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Wholly abstain, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord 

Allows thee choice of paths : take no by-ways ; 

But gladly welcome what he doth afford ; 

Not grudging, that thy lust hath bounds and stays. 
Continence hath his joy : weigh both ; and so 
If rottenness have more, let heayen go. 

If God had laid all common, certainly 

Man would have been th' encloser ; but since now 

God hath impaled us, on the contrary 

Man breaks the fence, and every ground will plough. 

what were man, might he himself misplace ! 

Sure to be cross he would shift feet and face. 

Drink not the third glass, which thou canst not tame, 
When once it is within thee ; but before 
Ma/st rule it, as thou list : and pour the shame 
Which it would pour on thee, upon the floor. 
It is most just to throw that on the ground. 
Which would throw me there, if I keep the round. 

He that is drunken may his mother kill . 

Big with lus sister : he hath lost the reins. 

Is outlawed by himself : all kind of ill 

Did with his liquor slide into his veins. 

The drunkard forfeits Man, and doth divest 
All worldly right, save what he hath by beast. 

Shall I, to please another's wine-sprung mind. 
Lose all mine own ? God hath given me a measure 
Short of his can, and body ; must I find 
A pain in that, wherein he finds a pleasure 1 
Stay at the third glass : if thou lose thy hold, 
Then thou art modest, and the wine grows bold. 
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If reason move not Gallants, quit the room 
(All in a shipwreck shift their seyeral way) ; 
Let not a common ruin thee entomb : 
Be not a beast in courtesy, but stay, 

Stay at the third cup, or forego the place. 

Wine above all things doth God's stamp deface. 

Yet, if thou sin in wine or wantonness, 

Boast not thereof; nor make thy shame thy glory. 

Frailty gets pardon by submissiveness ; 

But he that boasts, shuts that out of his story : 
He makes flat war with God, and doth defy. 
With his poor clod of earth the spacious sky. 

Take not His name, who made thy mouth, in yain : 

It gets thee nothing, and hath no excuse. 

Lust and wine plead a pleasure, avarice gain : 

But the cheap swearer through his open sluice 
Lets lus soul run for nought, as little fearing : 
Were I an Epicure, I could bate swearing. 

When thou dost tell another's jest, therein 
Omit the oaths, which true wit cannot need : 
Pick out of tales the mirth, but not the sin. 
He pares his apple that will cleanly feed. 

Play not away the virtue of that name. 

Which is thy best stake, when griefs make thee tame. 

The cheapest sins most dearly punish'd are ; 

Because to shun them also is so cheap : 

For we have wit to mark them, and to spare. 

crumble not away thy soul's fair heap. 
If thou wilt die, the gates of hell are broad : 
Pride and full sins have made the way a road. 
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Lie not ; but let thy heart be true to God, 
Thy mouth to it, thy actions to them both : 
Cowards tell lies, and those that fear the rod ; 
The stormy working soul spits lies and froth. 
Dare to be true. Nothing can need a lie : 
A fault, which needs it most, grows two thereby. 

Fly idleness, which yet thou canst not fly 
By dressing, mistressing, and complement. 
If those take up thy day, the Sun will cry 
Against thee ; for his light was only lent. 

God gave thy soul brave wings ; put not those feather 
Into a bed, to sleep out all ill weathers. 

Art thou a Magistrate ? then be severe : 
If studious ; copy fair what time hath blurr'd ; 
Redeem truth from his jaws : if Soldier, 
Chase brave employments with a naked sword 

Throughout the world. Fool not ; for all may have, 
If they dare try, a glorious life, or grave. 

England I full of sin, but most of sloth 1 
Spit out thy phlegm, and fill thy breast with glory : 
Thy Gentry bleats, as if thy native cloth 
Transfused a sheepishness into thy story : 
Not that they all are so ; but that the most 
Are gone to grass, and in the pasture lost. 

This loss springs chiefly from our education. 
Some till their ground, but let weeds choke their son : 
Some mark a partridge, never their child's fashion : 
Some ship them over, and the thing is done. 

Study this art, make it thy great design ; 

And if God's image move thee not, let thine. 



THE CHUBCH POKCH. 

Some great estates provide^ but do not breed 
A mastering mind ; so both are lost thereby : 
Or else they breed them tender, make them need 
All that they leave ; this is flat poverty. 

For he, that needs five thousand pound to live, 
Is full as poor as he that needs but five. 

The way to make thy son rich, is to fill 
His mind with rest, before his trunk with riches : 
For wealth without contentment, climbs a hill. 
To feel those tempests, which fly over ditches. 
But if thy son can make ten pound his measure. 
Then all thou addest may be call'd his treasure. 

When thou dost purpose ought (within thy power), 
Be sure to do it, though it be but small : 
Constancy knits the bones, and makes us stour. 
When wanton pleasures beckon us to thrall. 
Who breaks his own bond, forfeiteth himself : 
What nature made a ship, he makes a shelf. 

Do all things like a man, not sneakingly : 

Think the king sees thee still ; for his King does. 

Simpering is but a lay-hypocrisy : 

Give it a comer, and the clue imdoes. 

Who fears to do ill, sets himself to task : ' 
Who fears to do well, sure should wear a mask. 

Look to thy mouth : diseases enter there. 
Thou hast two sconces, if thy stomach call ; 
Carve, or discourse ; do not a famine fear. 
Who carves, is kind to two ; who talks, to all. 

Look on meat, think it dirt, then eat a bit ; 

And say withal, Earth to earth I commit. 
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Slight those ^ho say amidst their sickly healths, 

Thou liyest by rule. Wljat doth not so hut man ? 

Houses are built by rule» and commonwealths. 

Entice the trusty sun, if that you can, 
From his Ecliptic line ; beckon the sly. 
Who lives by rule, then, keeps good company. 

Who keeps no guard upon himself, is slack, 
And rots to nothing at the next great thaw- 
Man is a shop of rales, a well-truss'd pack. 
Whose every parcel underwrites a law. 

Lose not thyself, nor give thy humours way : 
God gave them to thee under lock and key. 

By all means use sometimes to be alone. 

Salute thyself : see what thy soul doth wear. 

Dare to look in thy chest ; for *tia thine own : 

And tumble up and down what thou find'st there. 
Who cannot rest tiU he good fellows find, 
He breaks up house> turns out of doors his mind* 

Be thrifty, but not covetous : therefore give 
Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due. 
Never was scraper brave man. Get to live ; 
Then live, and use it ; else, it is not true 
That thou hast gotten. Surely use alone 
Makes money not a contemptible stone. 

Never exceed thy income. Youth may make 
Even with the year : but age, if it will hit. 
Shoots a bow short, and lessens still his stake, 
As the day lessens, and his life with it. 

Thy children, kindred, friends upon thee call ; 

Before thy journey fairly part with all. 



THE CHUBCH POBCH. 

Yet in thj thriving still misdoubt dome evil ; 

Lest gaining gain on thee, and make thee dim 

To all things else. Wealth is the conjm^er's devil ; 

Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him. 
Gold thou may'st safely touch ; but if it stick 
Unto thj hands, it woundeth to the quick. 

What skills it, if a bag of stones or gold 

About thj neck do drown thee 1 raise thy head ; 

Take stars for money ; stars not to be told 

By any art^ yet to be purchased. 

None is so wasteful as the scraping dame : 
She loseth three for one ; her soul, rest, fame. 

By no means run in debt : take thine own measure. 
Who cannot live on twenty pound a year. 
Cannot on forty : he's a man of pleasure, 
A kind of thing that's for itself too dear. 

The curious'unthrift makes his clothes too wide. 
And spares himself, but would his tailor chide. 

Spend not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes 
Do fortunes seek, when worth and service fail, 
Would have their tale believed for their oaths. 
And are like empty vessels under sail. 

Old courtiers know this ; therefore set out so, 
As all the day thou may'st hold out to go. 

In clothes, cheap handsomeness doth bear the bell. 

Wisdom's a trimmer thing than shop e'er gave. 

Say not then, This with that lace will do well ; 

But, This with my discretion will be brave. 
Much curiousness is a perpetual wooing, 
Nothing with labour, folly long a doing. 
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Play not for gain, but sport. Who plajs for more 
Than he can lose with pleasure, stakes his heart : 
Perhaps his wife's too, and whom she hath bore : 
Servants and churches also play their part 
Only a herald, who that way doth pass. 
Finds his cracked name at length in the Church-glass. 

If yet thou love game at so dear a rate, 
Learn this, that hath old gamesters dearly cost : 
Dost lose ? rise up ; dost win ? rise in that state. 
Who strive to sit out losing hands, are lost. 
Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 
Blowing up houses with their whole increase. 

In Conversation boldness now bears sway. 

But know, that nothing can so foolish be. 

As empty boldness : therefore first assay 

To stuff thy mind with solid bravery ; 

Then march on gallant : get substantial worth : 
Boldness gilds finely, and will set it forth. 

Be sweet to all. Is thy complexion sour 1 
Then keep such company ; make them thy allay : 
Get a sharp wife, a servant that will lour. 
A stumbler stumbles least in rugged way. 

Command thyself in chief He life's war knows, 
Whom all his passions follow, as he goes. 

Catch not at quarrels. He that dares not speak 
Plainly and home, is coward of the two. 
Think not thy fame at every twitch will break : 
By great deeds show, that thou canst little do ; 

And do them not : that shall thy wisdom be ; 

And change thy temperance into bravery. 
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j^^ial Ihy fame with every toy be posed, 
^us a thia web, i«^Iiicb poisonous fancies make ; 

it the great soldicr^s honour iras composed 
thiekar stuff, which would cudure a shake. 
jPTisdoin picks friends ; ciTility plays the rest. 
fi toy shunu'd cleanly paaseth with the bast. 

K^ not too much : the witty man laughs least ; 
wit is news only to ignorance. 
at thiae own things laugh ; lest in the jest 
Thy person share, and the conceit advance. 
JIake not thy sporty abuses : for the fly, 
That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby, 

^w out of mirth, like stones out of thy ground^ 

H^fancne^s, filthiness, abusiveness. 

These are the scum, with which coarse wits abound ; 

The fine tnay gpare tliesc well, yet not go less* 
All things arc big with jest : nothing that's plain 
_Bnt may be witty, if thou hast the vein. 

unruly engine, wildly striking 
a friend^ sometimes the engineer : 
the knack ? pamper it not with liking : 
if thou want it, buy it not too dear, 
ij afTecting wit beyond their power, 
gpt to be a dear fool for an hour. 

A Bad wise valour is the brave complexion, 
That leads the van, and swallows up the cities. 
The gigglcr is a milk-maid, whom infection, 
Or a tired beacon frighteth from his ditties. 

Then he's the sport : the mirth then in him rests, 
And the sad man is cock of all his jests. 
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Towards great persons use respective boldness : 
That temper gives them theirs, and yet doth take 
Nothing from thine : in service, care, or coldness, 
Doth ratably thy fortunes mar or make. 
Feed no man in his sins : for adulation 
Doth make thee parcel-devil in damnation. 

Envy not greatness : for thou makest thereby 
Thyself the worse, and so the distance greater. 
Be not thine own worm : yet such jealousy, 
As hurts not others, but may make thee better, 

Is a good spur. Correct thy passion's spite ; 

Then may the beasts draw thee to happy light 

When baseness is exalted, do not bate 

The place its honour for the person's sake. 

The «hrine is that which thou dost venerate ; 

And not the beast, that bears it on his back. 
I care not though the cloth of State should be 
Not of rich arras, but mean tapestry. 

Thy friend put in thy bosom : wear his eyes 
Still in thy heart, that he may see what's there. 
If cause require, thou art his sacrifice ; 
Thy drops of blood must pay down all his fear ; 

But love is lost ; the way of friendship's gone ; 

Though David had his Jonathan, Christ his John. 

Yet be not surety, if thou be a father. 

Love is a personal debt. I cannot give 

My children's right, nor ought he take it : rather 

Both friends should die, than hinder them to live. 

Fathers first enter bonds to nature's ends ; 

And are her sureties, ere they are a friend's. 
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tbou be single, all thy goods and ground 
Submit to love ; but yet not more than all. 
Give one estate^ m one life. None is bound 
To work for two, who brought himself to thrall, 
God made me one man ; love makes me no more, 
iL Till labour come, and make my weakoess score. 

In thy Disconrse, if thou desii*e to please : 
^^[1 Buch is conrteous, useful^ oew, or witty : 
■Jsefulness comes by labour, wit by ease ; 
Hbourtesy grows in court ; news in the city* 
" Get a good Btock of these, then draw the card 
That suits him best, of whom tliy speech is heard. 



I 



Bntice all neatly to what they know best ; 
For so thou dost thyself and him a pleasure : 
(But a proud ignorance will lose his rest, 
I Rather than show his cards), steal from his treasure 
H What to ask further. Doubts well-raised do lock 
H The speaker to thee, and preserve thy stock. 

If tlion be Master-gunner, spend not all 

That thon canst speak, at once ; but husband it, 

f.ad give men turns of spcecli : do not forestall 
J lavishness thine own, and others* wit, 
As if thou madest thy will A civil guest 
WUl no more talk aU, than eat all the feast. 

Be calm in arguing : for fierceness makes 

Error a faulty and truth discourtesy* 

Why ahould I feel another man's mistakes 

More, than his sicknesses or porerty 1 
In lore I should : but anger is not lore, 
Nor wisdom neither ; therefore gently move. 
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Calmness is great advantage : he that lets 
Another chafe, may warm him at his fire : 
Mark aU his wanderings, and enjoy his frets ; 
As cunning fencers suffer heat to tire. 

Truth dwells not in the clouds : the bow that's there 
Doth ofben aim at, never hit, the sphere. 

Mark what another says : for many are 
Pull of themselves, and answer thjeir own notion. 
Take all into thee ; then with equal care 
Balance each dram of reason, like a potion. 
If truth be with thy friend, be with them both : 
Share in the conquest, and confess a troth. 

Be useful where thou livest, that they may 
Both want, and wish thy pleasing presence still. 
Kindness, good parts, great places are the way 
To compass this. Find out men's wants and wiU, 

And meet them there. All worldly joys go less 

To the one joy of doing kindnesses. 

Pitch thy behaviour low, thy projects high ; 
So shalt thou humble and magnanimous be : 
Sink not in spirit : who aimeth at the sky 
Shoots higher much than he that means a tree. 

A grain of glory mixt with humbleness 

Cures both a fever and lethargickness. 

Let thy mind still be bent, still plotting where, 
And when, and how the business may be done. 
Slackness breeds worms ; but the sure traveller, 
Though he alight sometimes, still goeth on. 
Active and stirring spirits live alone : 
Write on the others, Here lies such a one. 
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Sight not the smallest loss, whether it be 
n loYC or honour ; take account of all : 
Jhine like the sun in erery comer : see 
!Vliether thy stock of credit swell, or fall 

Who say, / care not, those I giro for lost ; 

And to instruct them, 'twill not quit the cost. 

Scorn no man's love, though of a mean degree 

(LoYe is a present for a mighty king) ; 

Much less make any one thine enemy. 

Ha guns destroy, so may a little sling. 
The cunning workman nerer doth refuse 
The meanest tool, that he may chance to use. 

All foreign wisdom doth amount to this, 
To take aU that is given ; whether wealth. 
Or lore, or language ; nothing comes amiss : 
A good digestion tumeth all to health : 
And then as far as fair behaviour may, 
Strike off all scores ; none are so clear as they. 

Keep aU thy native good, and naturalize 

All foreign of that name ; but scorn their ill : 

Embrace their activeness, not vanities. 

Who follows aU things, forfeiteth his will. 
If thou observest strangers in each fit, 
In time theyll run thee out of all thy wit. 

Affect in things about thee cleanliness, 
That all may gladly board thee, as a flower. 
Slovens take up their stock of noisomeness 
Beforehand, and anticipate their last hour. 

Let thy mind's sweetness have his operation 

Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation. 
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In Alms regard tlij means, and others* merit 
Think heaven a better bargain, than to give 
Only thy single market-money for it 
Join bands with God to make a man to lire* 
Give to all, something ; to a good poor man. 
Till thou change names, and l>e where be began, 

Man is God's image ; but a poor man is 
Christ's stamp to boot : both images regard. 
God reckons for him, counts the favour his : 
Write, So much given to God ; thou sbalt he heard. 
Let tby alms go before, and keep heaven's gate 
Open for thee ; or both may come too late* 

Restore to God liis due in tithe and time : 
A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole estate, 
Sundays observe : think when the beUs do chime, 
'Tis angels' music ; therefore come not late, 
God then deals blessings : if a King did so. 
Who would not baste, nay give^ to see the show ? 

Twice on the day his due is understood ; 
For aU the week thy food so oft he gave thee. 
Thy cheer is mended ; bate not of the food, 
Because 'tia better^ and perhaps may save thee* 

Thwart not tb' Almighty God : be not cross. 

Past when thou wilt ; but then 'tis gain, not loss. 

Though private prayer be a brave design, 
Yet public hath more promises^ more love : 
And love's a weight to hearts, to eyes a sign* 
We all are but cold suitors ; let us move 

Wliere it is warmest Leave thy six and seven ; 

Pray with the most : for where most pray> is heaveit 
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When once thy foot enters the Church, be bare. 
Gk>d is more there, than thou : for thou art there 
Only by his permission. Then beware, 
And make thyself all reverence and fear. 

Kneeling ne'er spoil'd silk stocking : quit thy state. 

All equal are within the Church's gate. 

Resort to sermons, but to prayers most : 
Praying's the end of preaching. be drest ; 
Stay not for th' other pin : why thou hast lost 
A joy for it worth worlds. Thus hell doth jest 
Away thy blessings, and extremely flout thee, 
Thy clothes 1)eing fast, but thy soul loose about thee. 

In time of sendee seal up both thine eyes, 
And send them to thy heart ; that spying sin, 
They may weep out the stains by them did rise : 
Those doors being shut, all by the ear comes in. 

Who marks in church-time others' symmetry. 

Makes all their beauty his deformity. 

Let Tain or busy thoughts have there no part : 
Bring not thy plough, thy plots, thy pleasures thither. 
Christ purged his temple ; so must thou thy heart. 
All worldly thoughts are but thieves met together 

To cozen thee. Look to thy actions well ; 

For Churches either are our heaven or hell. 

Judge not the preacher ; for he is thy Judge : 
If thou mislike him, thou conceivest him not. 
God calleth preaching folly. Do not grudge 
To pick out treasures from an earthen pot 

The worst speak something good : if all want sense, 
God takes a text, and preacheth patience. 
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He that gets patience, and the blessing which 
Preachers conclude with, hath not lost Iiis pains. 
He that by being at Church escapes the ditch. 
Which he might fall in by companions, gains. 
He that loves God a abode, and to combme 
With saints on earth, shall one day with them shine, 

Jest not at preachers' language, or expression : " 

How know'st thou, but thy sins made him miscany ! 
Then turn thy faults and his into confession : 
God sent him, whatsoe'er he be : tarry, 
And love him for his Master : his condition^ 
Though it be iU, makes him no ill Physician. 

None shall in hell such bitter pangs endure 
As those, who mock at God's way of sakation. 
Whom oil and balsams kill, what salve can cure 1 
They drink with greediness a fuU damnation. 
The Jews refused thunder i and we, folly. 
Though God do hedge us in, yet who is holy ? 

Sum up at nightj what thou hast done by day ; 

And in the morning, wlrnt thou hast to do. 

Dress and undress thy soul : mark the decay 

And growth of it : if with thy watch, that too 
Be down, then wind up both ; since we shall be 
Most surely judged, make thy accounts agree. 

In brief, acquit thee bravely ; play the man. 

Look not on pleasures as they come, but go. 

Defer not the least virtue : life's poor span 

Make not an ell, by trifling in thy woe. 
If thou do iU, the joy fades, not the pains : 
If well, the pain doth fade, the joy remains. 
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THE CHURCH. 

SUFERLIHIKARB. 

Thou, whom the former precepts hare 
Sprinkled and taught, how to behave 
Thyself in Church ; approach, and taste 
The Church's mystical repast. 

Avoid profaneness ; come not here : 
Nothing but holy, pure, and dear. 
Or that which groaneth to be so, 
May at his peril further go. 

THE ALTAR. 

A BROKEN Altar, Lord, thy servant rears. 

Made of a heart, and cemented with tears : 

Whose parts are as thy hand did frame ; 

No workman's tool hath touched the same. 

A Heart alone 

Is such a stone. 

As nothing but 

Thy power doth cut. 

Wherefore each part 

Of my hard heart 

Meets in this frame, 

To praise thy name : 

That, if I chance to hold my peace. 

These stones to praise thee may not cease. 

let thy blessed Sacrifice be mine, 

And sanctify this Altar to be thine. 
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THE SACRIFICE. 

aUye, who pass bt/, whose eyes and mind 
To worldly things are sharp, but to me blind ; 
To me, who took eyes that I might you find : 

Was ever grief like minef 

The Princes of my people make a head 
Against their Maker : they do wish me dead. 
Who cannot wish, except I give them bread : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

Without me each one, who doth now me braye, 
Had to this day been an Egyptian slave. 
They use that power against me, which I gave : 

Was ever grief like minef 

Mine own Apostle, who the bag did bear. 
Though he had all I had, did not forbear 
To sell me also, and to put me there : 

Was ever grief like minef 

For thirty pence he did my death devise, 
Who at three hundred did the ointment prize, 
Not half so sweet as my sweet sacrifice : 

Was ever grief like minef 

Therefore my soul melts, and my heart's dear treasure 
Drops blood (the only beads) my words to measure : 
let this cup pass, if it he thy pleasure: 

Was ever grief like minef 
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These drops being tempered with a sinnei^s tears, 
A balsam are for both the Hemispheres, 
Caring all wounds, but mine ; all, but mj fears. 

Was ever grief like minef 

Yet mj Disciples sleep : I cannot gain 

One hour of watching ; but their drowsy brain 

Comforts not me, and doth my doctrine stain : 

Was ever grief like minef 

Arise, arise, they come I Look how they run I 
Alas ! what haste they make to be undone I 
How with their lanterns do they seek the sun ! 

Was ever grief like minef 

With dubs and staves they seek me, as a thief, 
Who am the way of truth, the true relief. 
Most true to those who are my greatest grief: 

Was ever grief like mine f 

Judas, dost thou betray me with a kiss ? 
Canst thou find hell about my lips ^ and miss 
Of life, just at the gates of life and bliss 1 

Was ever grief like minef 

See, they lay hold on me, not with the hands 
Of faith, but fury ; yet at their commands 
I suflfer binding, who have loosed their bands : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

All my Disciples fly ; fear puts a bar 

Betwixt my friends and me. They leave the star. 

That brought the wise men of the Bast from far : 

Wa^ ever grief like mine f 
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Then from one ruler to another bound 
Thej lead me : ui^ging^ that it was not sound 
What I taught : Conmients would the text confound 

Was ever grief Uke mine f 

The Priests and Rulers all false witness seek 
'Gainst him, who seeks not life, but is the meek 
And ready Paschal Lamb of this great week : 

Was ever grief like minef 

Then thej accuse me of great blasphemy, 
That I did thrust into the Deity, 
Who never thought that any robbery : 

Was ever grief like mim f 

Some said, that I the Temple to the floor 
In three days razed, and raised as before. 
Why, he that built the world can do much more : 

Was ever grief like minef 

Then they condemn me all with that same breath. 
Which I do give them daily, unto death. 
Thus Adam my first breathing rendereth : 

Was ever grief Ukeminef 

They bind, and lead me unto Herod : he 
Sends me to Pilate. This makes them agree ; 
But yet their friendship is my enmity. 

Was ever grief like minef 

Herod and all his bands do set me light. 
Who teach all hands to war, fingers to fight, 
And only am the Lord of hosts and might. 

Was ever grief like mine f 
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Herod in judgment sits, while I do stand ; 
Examines me with a censorious hand : 
I him obej, who all things else command*: 

Was ever grief like minef 

The Jews accuse me with despitefulness ; 
And Tying malice with mj gentleness. 
Pick quarrels with their only happiness : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

I answer nothing, but with patience prore 
If stony hearts will melt with gentle love. 
But who does hawk at eagles with a dove ? 

Was ever grief like minef 

VLj silence rather doth augment their cry ; 
My dove doth back into my bosom fly. 
Because the raging waters still are high : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

Hark how they cry aloud still, Crucify : 
It is noifit he live a day^ they cry. 
Who cannot lire less than eternally : 

Was ever grief like minef 

Pilate a stranger holdeth off ; but they, 
Mine own dear people, cry, Away^ away^ 
With noises confused frighting the day : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Yet still they shout, and cry, and stop their ears, 
Putting my life among their sins and fears. 
And therefore with my blood on them and theirs : 

Was ever grief like mine f 
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See how spite cankers things. These words aright 
Used, and wished, are the whole world's light : 
But honej is their gall, brightness their night : 

Was ever grief like nUnef 

They choose a murderer, and all agree 
In him to do themselves a courtesy ; 
For it was their own cause who killed me : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

And a seditious murderer he was : 

But I the Prince of Peace ; peace that doth pass 

All understanding, more than hearen doth glass : 

Was ever grief like minef 

Why, Caesar is their only King, not I : 

He clave the stony rock, when they were dry ; 

But surely not their hearts, as I well try : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

Ah, how they scourge me I yet my tenderness 
Doubles each lash : and yet their bitterness 
Winds up my grief to a mysteriousness : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

They buffet me, and box me as they list. 
Who grasp the earth and heaven with my fist. 
And never yet, whom I would punish, miss'd : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

Behold, they spit on me in scornful wise ; 
Who with my spittle gave the blind man eyes, 
Leaving his blindness to mine enemies : 

Was ever grief like mine f 
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the J ciTdr, though it bo divine, 
' Ai Hoses' &ee m^ reiled, so is iqld^ 

00 their double-daik souls either shine : 

Was ever grief like minef 



ts and abJGCta flout me ; they are Tvitty : 
iaw prophesy who sirU'es thee, is their dlttj. 
aitj in me deny themselves all pity : 

Wilt ever grief like minef 

BOW 1 am dcliTerM unto death, 
each oue calla for so ^vith utmost breath, 
before me weU-ui|;h suffereth : 

Was ever grief like minef 

Teep not, dear friends, since I for both have wept, 
|1Hlien all mj tcai^ were blood, the while you slept : 
fotir tears for your own fortunes should be kept : 

Wa^ ever grief like mine f 

I The soldiers lead me to the common hall ; 
[Tbcre tbey deride me, they abuse me all : 
I Yet for twelve heavenly legions I could call : 

Wm ever grief like minef 

[ Then with a scarlet robe they me array ; 
J Whicli diows my blood to be the only way, 
I And cordial loft to repair man's decay : 

Was ever grief like minef 

ktn oa my head a crown of thorns 1 wear ; 
For these we all the grapes Sion doth bear, 
Tbon^ I my vine planted and water'd there ; 

Was ever grief like minef 
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So sits the earth's great corse in Adam'^i &Ji 
Upon mj head ; so I remoTe it all 
From ih' earth onto mj brows, and bear the thrall : 

Was ever ffrief like minef 

Then with the reed they gave to me before, 

Thej strike mj head, the rock firom whence all store 

Of hearenl J blessings issue eyermore : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

Thej bow their knees to me, and cij, Hail, King: 
Whatever scoffs or scomfulness can bring, 
I am the floor, the sink, where thej it fling : 

Was ever grief like mnef 

Tet since man's sceptres are as frail as reeds. 
And thorny all their crowns, bloody their weeds ; 
I, who am Truth, turn into truth their deeds : 

Was ever grief like mine\ 

The soldiers also spit upon that face 
Which Angels did desire to have the grace. 
And Prophets once to sec, but found no place : 

Wa^ ever grief like minef 

Thus trimmed, forth they bring me to the rout. 
Who Crucify him, cry with one strong shout. 
God holds his peace at man, and man cries out : 

Wa^ ever grief like mine f 

They lead me in once more, and putting then 
Mine own clothes on, they lead me out again. 
Whom devils fly, thus is he toss'd of men : 

Was ever grief like mine f 
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Mw wearj of sporty glad to engross 
Ail spile in one, counting my life theii* loss, 
\M9ij cany me to mj most bitter cross i 

Was ever grief H^ mimf 

crosB I beir myself, until I faint : 
SimoEi bcsiiB it for me by constraint^ 
kUke decreed burden of each mortal Saint : 

Wm mwr grief like inirw f 

[b^y heliold and see : 
but 1 must climb the tree ; 
The tne of life to aU, but only me : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

here I hang^ charged with a world of sin, 
[The greater world o' the two ; for that came in 
By words, but this by sorrow I must win : 

If 05 ever grief like mine f 

Socb sorrow, as if slnfid man could feel, 

Or feel his part, he would not cease to kneel, 

Tili aU were melted^ though he were all steeL 

Was ever grief like mtTW f 



But, my Godj my God! wliy Icavcst thou me* 
The Son, in whom thou dost daUght to be I 

My God, my God 

Never was grief lik^ mine. 

soal, my body many a wound ; 
c this, bat sharper that confound ; 
which are free, while 1 am bound : 

Was mmr ffrirf like mine f 
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Now heal thyself Physician ; now come down. 

Alas 1 I do so, when I left my crown 

And Father^s smile for you, to feel his frown : 

Was ever grief Uke minet 

In healing not myself, there doth consist 
All that salvation, which ye now resist ; 
Your safety in my sickness doth subsist : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

Betwixt two thieves I spend my utmost breath. 
As he that for some robbery suffereth. 
Alas 1 what hare I stolen from you 1 death : 

Was ever grief like minet 

A king my title is, prefixed on high ; 
Yet by my subjects Fm condemn'd to die 
A servile death in servile company : 

Was ever grief Hie minet 

They gave me vinegar mingled with gall. 

But more with malice : yet, when they did call, 

With Manna, Angels' food, I fed them all : 

Wa^s ever grief like mine f 

They part my garments, and by lot dispose 

My coat, the type of love, which once cured those 

Who sought for help, never malicious foes : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Nay, after death their spite shall further go ; 
For they will pierce my side, I full well know ; 
That as sin came, so Sacraments might flow : 

Was ever grief like minet 
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But now I die ; now all is finished 

Mj woe, man's weal : and now I bow mj head : 

Onlj let others saj, when I am dead. 

Never was grief like mine. 



THE THANKSGIVING. 

KiNQ of grief ! (a title strange, yet true, 

To thee of all kings only due) 
King of wounds ! how shall I grieve for thee. 

Who in all grief preventest me ? 
Shall I weep blood 1 why, thou hast wept such store. 

That all thy body was one door. 
Shall I be scourged, flouted, boxed, sold 1 

^Tis but to tell the tale is told. 
My Gody my Gody why dost thou part from me f 

Was such a grief as cannot be. 
Shall I then sing, skipping, thy doleful story. 

And side with thy triumphant glory ? 
Shall thy strokes be my stroking 1 thorns, my flower ? 

Thy rod, my posie 1 cross, my bower ? 
But how then shall I imitate thee, and 

Copy thy fair, though bloody hwd 1 
Sorely I will revenge me on thy love, 

And try who shall victorious prove. 
If ihoa dost give me wealth ; I will restore 

All back unto thee by the poor. 
If tbou dost give me honour ; men shall see. 

The honour doth belong to thee. 
I vill not marry ; or, if she be mine. 

She and her children shall be thine. 
My bosom-friend, if he blaspheme thy name, 

I will tear thence his love imd fame. 
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One half of me being gone, the rest I give 

Unto some Chapel, die or live. 
As for thy passion — ^but of that anon. 

When with the other I have done. 
For thy predestination, Fll contrive. 

That three years hence, if I survive, 
111 build a spital, or mend common ways, 

But mend my own without delays. 
Then I will use the works of thy creation. 

As if I used them but for fashion. 
The world and I will quarrel ; and the year 

Shall not perceive, that I am here. 
My music shall find thee, and every string 

Shall have his attribute to sing ; 
That altogether may accord in thee. 

And prove one God, one harmony. 
If thou shalt give me wit, it shall appear, 

If thou hast given it me, 'tis here. 
Nay, I will read thy book, and never move 

Till I have found therein thy love ; 
Thy art of love, which Til turn back on thee, 

my dear Saviour, Victory 1 
Then for thy passion — I will do for that — 

Alas ! my God, I know not what. 



THE REPRISAL. 

I HAVE considered it, and find 
There is no dealing with thy mighty passion 
For though I die for thee, I am behind ; 

My sins deserve the condemnation. 
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make me innocent, that I 
May giye a disentangled state and free ; 
And yet thy wonnds still my attempts defy, 

For by thy death I die for thee. 

Ah I was it not enough that thou 
By thy eternal glory didst outgo me ? 
Could'st thou not grief's sad conquests me allow, 

But in all yictories overthrow me ? 

Yet by confession will I come 
Into the conquest. Though I can do nought 
Against thee, in thee I will oyercome 

The man, who once against thee fought. 



THE AGONY. 

Philosophebs have measured mountains, 
Fathom'd the depths of seas, of states, and kings, 
Walk'd with a staff to heayen, and traced fountains ; 

But there are two yast, spacious things, 
The which to measure it doth more behoye : 
Yet few there are that sound them ; Sin and Loye. 

Who would know Sin, let him repair 
Unto Mount Olivet ; there shall he see 
A man, so wrung with pains, that all his hair, 

His skin, his garments, bloody be. 
Sin is that Press and Vice, which forcetli pain 
To hunt his cruel food through every vein. 



I \ 
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Who knows not Love, let him assay, 
And taste that juice, which on the cross a pike 
Did set again abroach ; then let him saj 

If ever he did taste the like. 
Love is that liquor sweet and most divine, 
Which mj God feels as blood ; but I, as wine. 



THB SINNER. 

LoBD, how I am all ague, when I seek 

What I have treasured in my memory 1 
Since, if my soul make even with the week, 

Each seventh note by right is due to thee. 

I find there quarries of piled vanities, 

But shreds of holiness, that dare not venture 
To show their face, since cross to thy decrees : 

There the circumference earth is, heaven the centre. 

In so much dregs the quintessence is small : 
The spirit and good extract of my heart 
Comes to about the many hundredth part. 

Yet, Lord, restore thine image, hear my call : 

And though my hard heart scarce to thee can groi 
Remember that thou once didst write in stone. 
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GOOD FRIDAY. 

srr chief good. 
How shall 1 iiieasiirc out tliy blood ? 
How shall 1 couut what thee befell. 

And each grief tell! 

Shall I thy woea 

Number according to thy foes ? 
Or, since one star show'd thy first breath, 
ShaU all thy death? 

Or shall each leaf, 
ich falls io Autumn^ score a grief! 
)r cannot leavcB, but fruit, be sign. 
Of the true tidc ? 

Tlien let each hour 
Of my whole life one grief devour ; 
That thy distress through all may run. 

And be my bud. 

Or rather let 
My seTeral sins their sorrows get ; 
That, as each beast his cure doth know, 

Bach sin may so. 



SiFCE blood is fittestj Lord, to write 
Thy sorrows in, and bloody fight ; 
My heart hath store ; write there» where in 
One box doth lie both ink and sin ; 
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That when Sin spies so many foes, 
Thy whips, thy nails, thy wounds, thy woes, 
All come to lodge there. Sin may say, 
No room for me, and fly away. 

Sin being gone, fill the place. 
And keep possession with thy grace ; 
Lest sin take courage and return, 
And all the writings blot or bum. 



REDEMPTION. 

Having been tenant long to a rich Lord, 
Not thriving, I resolved to be bold. 
And make a suit unto him, to afibrd 

A new small-rented lease, and cancel th' old. 

In Heaven at his manor I him sought : 

They told me there, that he was lately gone 
About some land, which he had dearly bought 

Long since on earth, to take possession. 

I straight retum'd, and knowing his great birth, 
Sought him accordingly in great resorts ; 
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts ; 

At length I heard a ragged noise and murth 

Of thieves and murderers : there I him espied. 
Who straight. Tour suit is grantedy said, and died 
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SEPULCHRE. 

BLffiSiD body ! whither art thou thrown 1 
No lodging for thee, but a cold Iiard stone ? 
So many hearts on earth, and yet not one 

Receiye thee ? 

SoTD there is room within our hearts good store ; 
For they can lodge transgressions by the score t 
Tbooam^ of toys dwell there, yet out of door 

They leave tbee. 

^&t tb&t which shows tliem lai^e, shows tbem unfit. 

ret sin did this pure rock commit, 
^Whidi holds thee now I Who bath indited it 

Of murder 1 

Wh&m oar hard hearts took np of stones to brain thcc, 
d misdng this, most falsely did arraign thee ; 
Ijr these stones in quiet entertain thee, 
■ And order* 

H&nd fti of old, the Law by heavenly art 
■Was writ in stone ; so thou, which also art 
^Tte letter of the word^ find'st no fit heart 
^H To hold thee, 

Br^l do we still persist as we began, 
H&nd so sboold pensh, but that nothing can. 
Though it be cold, hanl, foul, from loring man 

Withhold thee* 




m^^ 
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EASTER. 

RiSE^ heart ; thj Lord is risen. Sing his praise 

Without delajSy 

Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewise 

With him maj'st rise : 

That, as his death calcined thee to dust, 

His life may make thee gold, and much more. Just. . 

Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part 

With all thy art 

The cross taught all wood to resound his name 

Who bore the same. 

His stretched sinews taught all strings, what key 

Is best to celebrate this most high day. 

Consort both heart imd lute, and twist a song 

Pleasant and long : 

Or since all music is but three parts vied. 

And multiplied ; 

let thy blessed Spirit bear a part. 

And make up our defects with his sweet art. 



I GOT me flowers to strew thy way ; 
I got me boughs off many a tree : 
But thou wast up by break of day. 
And brought'st thy sweets along with thee. 

The Sun arising in the East, 

Though he give light, and th' East perfume ; 

If they should ofler to contest 

With thy arising, they presume. 
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Can there be any day but this, 
Though many suns to shme endeavour 1 
We count three hundred, but we miss : 
There is but one, and that one ever. 



EASTER WINGS. 

LORD, YTHO CRBATBDST MAN IN WEALTH AND STORB, 
THOUGH FOOLISHLY HB LOST THB SAMB, 
DECATINO MORB AND MORB, 
TILL HE BECAME 

MOST poor: 

WITH THEE 
OH LET ME RISE 
AS LARES, HARMONIOUSLT, 
AND SING THIS DAT THY VICTORIES: 
THEN SHALL THE FALL FURTHER THE FLIGHT IN MB. 



MT TENDER AGE IN SORROW DID BEGIN: 
AND STILL WITH SICKNESSES AND SHAME 
THOU DID'sT so punish SIN, 
THAT I BECAME 
MOST THIN. 

WITH THEE 
LET ME COMBINE, 
AND PEEL THIS DAT THY VICTORY, 
FOR, IP I IMP MY WING ON THINE, 
AFFLICTION SHALL ADVANCE THE PLIGHT IN ME. 
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HOLY BAPTISM. 

As he that sees a dark and shady grove, 

Stays not, but looks beyond it on the sky ; 
So when I view my sins, mine eyes remove 

More backward still, and to that water fly. 

Which is above the heavens, whose spring and vent 
Is in my dear Redeemer's pierced side. 
blessed streams ! either ye do prevent 

And stop our sins from growing thick and wide. 

Or else give tears to drown them, as they grow. 
In you Redemption measures all my time. 
And spreads the plaster equal to the crime : 

You taught the book of life my name, that so. 

Whatever future sins should me miscall, 
Your first acquaintance might discredit all. 



HOLY BAPTISM. 

Since, Lord, to thee 
A narrow way and little gate 
Is all the passage, on my infancy 

Thou didst lay hold, and antedate 

My faith in me. 

let me stiU 
Write thee great God, and me a child : 



THE CHURCH. 39 

Let me be soft and supple to thy will, 
Small to myself, to others mild, 
Behither ill 

Although by stealth 
My flesh get on ; yet let her sister 
My soul bid nothing, but preserve her wealth : 
The growth of flesh is but a blister ; 
Childhood is health. 



NATURE. 

Full of rebellion, I would die, 

Or fight, or travel, or deny 

That thou hast aught to do with me. 

tai]^^ my heart ; 
It is thy highest art 
To captivate strong holds to thee. 

If thou shalt let this venom lurk. 
And in suggestions fume and work. 
My soul will turn to bubbles straight. 

And thence by kind 
Vanish into a wind. 
Making thy workmanship deceit. 

smooth my rugged heart, and there 
Engrave thy reverend law and fear ; 
Or make a new one, since the old 

Is sapless grown, 
And a much fitter stone 
To hide my dust, than thee to hold. 
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SIN. 

LoBD, with what care hast thou be^rt us round ! 
Parents first season us : then schoolmasters 
Deliver us to laws ; thej send us bound 

To rules of reason, holj messengers, 

Pulpits and Sundays, sorrow dogging sin, 
Afflictions sorted, anguish of all size& 
Fine nets and stratagems to catch us in. 

Bibles laid open, millions of surprises, 

Blessings beforehand, ties of gratefulness. 
The sound of gloiy ringing in our ears ; 
Without, our shame ; within, our consciences ; 

Angels and grace, eternal hopes and fears. 

Yet all these fences and their whole arraj 
One cunning bosom-sin blows quite awaj. 



AFFLICTION. 

When first thou didst entice to thee my hearty 
I thought the service brave 

So many joys I writ down for my part. 

Besides what I might have 

Out of my stock of natural delights, 

Augmented with thy gracious benefits. 
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ed on thj fomiture so fine, 

And made it fine to me ; 
;Iorious household-stufif did me entwine, 

And 'tice me unto thee, 
stars I counted mine : both heaven and earth 
me mj wages in a world of mirtL 

pleasures could I want, whose King I served, 

Where joys my fellows were ? 
argued into hopes, my thoughts reserved 

No place for grief or fear ; 
fore my sudden soul caught at the place, 
made her youth and fierceness seek thy face : 

st thou gavest me milk and sweetnesses ; 

I had my wish and way : 
ays were streVd with flowers and happiness : 

There was no month but May.-/^^'^ ^ ^^^| 
rith my years sorrow did twist and grow, - ^ • - y 

made a party unawares for woe. 

esh began unto my soul in pain. 

Sicknesses cleave my bones, 
iming agues dwell in every vein. 

And tune my breath to groans : 
w was all my soul ; I scarce believed, 
lief did tell me roundly, that I lived. 

I I got health, thou tooVst away my life, 

And more ; for my friends die : 

lirth and edge was lost ; a blunted knife 
Was of more use than Xf 

thin and lean, without a fence or friend, 

blown through with every storm and wind. 
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Whereas my birth and spirit rather took 

The way that takes the town ; 

Thou didst betray me to a lingering book, 

And wrap me in a gown. 

I was entangled in the world of strife, 

Before I had the power to change my life. 

Yet, for I threatened oft the siege to raise. 

Not simpering all mine age. 

Thou often didst with Academic praise 

Melt and dissolye my rage. 

I took thy sweetened pill, till I came near ; 

I could not go away, nor perserere. 

Yet lest perchance I should too happy be 
In my unhappiness, 

Turning my purge to food, thou throwest me 
Into more sicknesses. 

Thus doth thy power cross-bias me, not making 

Thine own gift good, yet me from my ways taking. 

Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 

None of my books will show : 

I read, and sigh, and wish I were a tree ; 

For sure then I should grow 

To fruit or shade : at least some bird would trust 

Her household to me, and I should be just. 

Yet, though thou troublest me, I must be meek ; 

In weakness must be stout 
Well, I will change the service, and go seek 

Some other Master out 
Ah, my dear God ! though I am clean forgot. 
Let me not lore thee, if I love thee not. 
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43 



REPENTANCE. 



LoRBj I confess Diy sin is great ; 
Great is my sin, OL I gently treat 
by quick flairer, thy momentary bI(X>m ; 

T\Tiose life still pressing 

Is one undressiug, 
A steady aiming at a tomb. 

Man's age is two hours* work, or three ; 
Each day doth round about us see, 
I are we to delights : but we are aU 
To sorrows old, 
If life be told 
what life feeleth, Adaju's falL 



^0 let thy height of mercy then 
Compassionate short-breathed men, 
[me not off for my most foul transgression : 
I do confess 
My foolishness ; 
My God, accept of my confession* 

Sweeten at length this bitter bowl, 
llVhich thou hast pour*d into my soul ; 
rmwood turn to health, winds to fair weather 
For if thou stay, 
1 and this day, 
^did rise, we die together. 




THE TEMPLE. 

When thou for sin rebukest man. 
Forthwith he waxeth woe and wan : 
Bitterness fills our bowels ; all our hearts 

Pine, and decay, 

And drop away. 
And carry with them th' other parts. 

But thou wilt sin and grief destroy ; 

That so the broken bones may joy. 
And tune together in a well-set song, 
Full of his praises 
Who dead men raises. 

Fractures well cured make us more strong. 



FAITH. 

Lord, how couldst thou so much appease 
Thy wrath for sin, as, when man's sight was dim. 
And could see little, to regard his ease. 

And bring by Faith all things to him ? 

Hungry I was, and had no meat : 
I did conceit a most delicious feast ; 
I had it straight, and did as truly eat. 

As ever did a welcome guest. 

There is a rare outlandish root, 
Which when I could not get, I thought it here : 
That apprehension cured so well my foot, 

That I can walk to heaven well near. 
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I owed thousands and much more : 
id beliere that I did nothing owe, 
d lived accordingly ; my creditor 

Belieyes so too, and lets me go. 

Faith makes me anything, or all 
at I belieye is in the sacred story : 
d when sin placeth me in Adam's fall. 

Faith sets me higher in his glory. 

If I go lower in the book, 
lat can be lower than the common manger ? 
ith puts me there with Him, who sweetly took 

Our flesh and frailty, death and danger. 

If bliss had lien in art or strength, 
ne but the wise and strong had gained it : 
lere now by Faith all arms are of a length ; 

One size doth all conditions fit. 

A peasant may believe as much 
a great Clerk, and reach the highest stature, 
us dost thou make proud knowledge bend and crouch, y 

While Grace fills up uneven Nature. 

When creatures had no real light 
lerent in them, thou didst make the sun, 
pute a lustre, and allow them bright : 

And in this show what Christ hath done. 

That which before was darken'd clean 
th bushy groves, pricking the looker's eye, 
nish'd away, when Faith did change the scene : 

And then appeared a glorious sky. 



/ 
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What though my body run to dust ? 
Faith cleaves unto it, counting every grain, 
With an exact and most particular trust, 

Reserving all for flesh again. 



PRAYER. 

Prayer, the Church's banquet, AngeFs age, 
God's breath in man returning to his birth, 
The soul in paraphrase, heart in pilgrimage, 

The Christian plummet sounding heaven and earth ; 

Engine against th' Almighty, sinner's tower, 

Reversed thunder, Christ-side-piercing spear, 
The six days' world-transposing in an hour, 

A kind of tune, which all things hear and fear ; 

Softness, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliss. 
Exalted Manna, gladness of the best, 
Heaven in ordinary, men well drest, 

The Milky Way, the bird of Paradise, 

Church-bells beyond the stars heard, the soul's blooi 
The land of spices, something understood. 



HOLY COMMUNION. 

Not in rich furniture, or fine array. 
Nor in a wedge of gold. 
Thou, who from me wast sold. 
To me dost now thyself convey ; 
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For 80 thou should'st without me still hare been, 
Leariug within me sin : 

But by the way of nourishment and strength, 

Thou creep'st into my breast ; 

Making thy way my rest. 
And thy smsdl quantities my length ; 
Which spread their forces into every part. 

Meeting sin's force and art. 

Yet can these not get over to my soul, 

Leaping the wall that parts 

Our souls and fleshly hearts ; 
But as th' outworks, they may control 
My rebel-flesh, and, carrying thy name. 

Affright both sin and shame. 

Only thy grace, which with these elements comes, 

Enoweth the ready way, 

And hath the privy key, 
Opening the soul's most subtile rooms : 
While those to spirits refined, at door attend 

Despatches from their friend. 



Give me my captive soul, or take 
My body also thither. 

Another lift like this will make 

Them both to be together. 

Before that sin tum'd flesh to stone, 
And all our lump to leaven ; 

A fervent sigh might well have blown 
Our innocent earth to heaven. 
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For sore, when Adam did not know 
To sin, or sin to smother ; 

He might to heaven &om Paradise go, 
As from one room t' another. 

Thou hast restored us to this ease 
By this thy heayenly blood, 

Which I can go to, when I please, 

And leaye th' earth to their food. 



ANTIPHON. 

Cho. Let all the world in eyery comer sing, 

My Qod and King. 

Veb. The heavens are not too high, 
His praise may thither fly : 
The earth is not too low, 
His praises there may grow. 

Cho. Let all the world in every comer sing, 

My God and King, 

Ver. The Church with Psalms must shout, 

No door can keep them out : 
But above all, the heart 
Must bear the longest part 

Cho. Let all the world in every comer sing. 

My God and King. 
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LOVE. 



PART I. 

Immortal Loye, author of this great frame, 
Sprung from that beauty which can never fade ; 
How hath man parcell'd out thy glorious name, 

And thrown it on that dust which thou hast made. 

While mortal love doth all the title gain ! 
Which siding with invention, they together 
Bear all the sway, possessing heart and brain 

(Thy workmanship), and give thee share in neither. 

Wit fancies beauty, beauty raiseth wit : 
The world is theirs ; they two play out the game, 
Thou standing by : and though thy glorious name 

Wrought our deliverance from th' infernal pit, 

Who sings thy praise ? only a scarf or glove 

Doth warm our hands, and make them write of love. 

PART II. 

Immortal Heat, let thy greater flame 
Attract the lesser to it : let those fires 
Which shall consume the world, first make it tame. 

And kindle in our hearts such true desires. 

As may consume our lusts, and make thee way. 

Then shall our hearts pant thee ; then shall our brain 

All her inventions on thine Altar lay. 
And there in hymns send back thy fire again : 

D 
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Oar eyes shall see thee, which before saw dust ; 
Dust blown by wit, till that they both were blind : 
Thou shalt recorer all thy goods in kind, 

Who wert disseized by usurping lust : 

All knees shall bow to thee ; all wits shall rise, 
And praise Him who did make and mend our eyes. 



THE TEMPER. 

How should I praise thee, Lord ! how should my rhyme 
Gladly engrave thy love in steel, 
If what my soul doth feel sometimes. 
My soul might ever feel I 

Although there were some forty heavens, or more. 
Sometimes I peer above them all ; 
Sometimes I hardly reach a score. 
Sometimes to heU I fall 

rack me not to such a vast extent ; 
Those distances belong to thee : 
The world's too little for thy tent, 
A grave too big for me. 

Wilt thou meet arms with man, that thou dost stretch 
A crumb of dust from heaven to hell ? 
Will great God measure with a wretch ? 
Shall he thy stature spell 1 
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O let me, when thy roof my soul hath hid, 
let me roost and nestle there : 
Then of a sinner thou art rid, 
And I of hope and fear. 

Yet take thy way ; for snre thy way is best : 
Stretch or contract me thy poor debtor : 
This is but tuning of my breast. 
To make the music better. 

Whether I fly with angels, fall with dust. 
Thy hands made both, and I am there. 
Thy power and love, my lore and trust. 
Make one place every where. 



THE TEMPER. 

It cannot be. Where is that mighty joy. 
Which just now took up all my heart ? 
Lord ! if thou must needs use thy dart^ 

Save that, and me ; or sin for both destroy. 

The grosser world stands to thy word and art ; 
But thy diviner world of grace 
Thou suddenly dost raise and raze. 

And every day a new Creator art. 

fix thy chair of grace, that all my powers 
May also fix their reverence : 
For when thou dost depart from hence, 

They grow unruly, and sit in thy bowers. 
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Scatter, or bind them all to bend to thee : 

Though elements change, and hearen move ; 
Let not thy higher Court remoye, 

But keep a standmg Majesty in me. 



JORDAN. 

Who says that fictions only and false haur 
Become a verse 1 Is there in truth no beauty ? 
Is all good structure in a winding stair ? 
May no lines pass, except they do their duty 
Not to a true, but painted chair 1 

Is it not verse, except enchanted groves 
And sudden arbours shadow coarse-spun lines ? 
Must purling streams refresh a lover's loves 1 
Must all be veiled, while he that reads, divines. 
Catching the sense at two removes 'i 

Shepherds are honest people ; let them sing : 
Riddle who list, for me, and pull for Prime : 
I envy no man's nightingale or spring ; 
Nor let them punish me with loss of rhyme. 
Who plainly say. My God, my King. 



EMPLOYMENT. 

If as a flower doth spread and die, 
Thou wouldst extend me to some good. 
Before I were by frost's extremity 

Nipt in the bud ; 
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The sweetness and the praise were thine ; 
But the extension and tiie room, 
Which in thj garland I should fiU, were mine 
At thy great doom. 

For as thou dost impart thy grace, 
The greater shall our glory be. 
The measure of our joys is in this place, 

The stuff with thee. 

Let me not languish then, and spend 
A life as barren to thy praise 
As is the dust, to which that life doth tend, 
But with delays. 

All things are busy : only I 
Neither bring honey with the bees, 
Nor flowers to make that, nor the husbandry 

To water these. 

I am no link of thy great chain, 
But aU my company is a weed. 
Lord, place me in thy consort ; give one striuu 
To my poor reed. 



THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 

PART I. 

Book ! infinite sweetness ! let my heart 
Suck every letter, and a honey gain. 
Precious for any grief in any part ; 

To clear the breast, to mollify all pain. 
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Thou art all health, health thriying, till it make 

A full eternity : thou art a mass 

Of strange delights, where we maj wish and take. 
Ladies, look here ; this is the thankful glass, 

That mends the looker's ejes : this is the well 
That washes what it shows. Who can endear 
Thy praise too much 1 thou art Hearen's lieger here, 

Working against the states of death and helL 

Thou art joy's handsel : heayen lies flat in thee, 
Subject to every mounter's bended knee. 



PART II. 

Oh that I knew how all thy lights combine. 
And the configurations of their glory ! 
Seeing not only how each yerse doth shine. 

But all the constellations of the story. 

This verse marks that, and both do make a motion 
Unto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie : 
Then as dispersed herbs do watch a potion. 

These three make up some Christian's destiny. 

Such are thy secrets, which my life makes good, 
And comments on thee : for in every thing 
Thy words do find me out, and parallels bring, 

And in another make me understood. 

Stars are poor books, and oftentimes do miss : 
This book of stars lights to eternal bliss. 
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WHITSUNDAY. 



Listen, sweet Dore, unto my song, 
And spread thy golden wings in me ; 
Hatching my tender heart so long, 
Till it get wing, and fly away with thee. 

Where is that fire which once descended 
On thy Apostles ? thou didst then 
Keep open house, richly attended, 
Feasting idl comers by tweWe chosen men. 

Such glorious gifts thou didst bestow. 
That th* earth did like a heaven appear : 
The stars were coming down to know 
If they might mend their wages, and serve hero. 

The Sun, which once did shine alone, 
Hung down his head, and wish'd for night. 
When he beheld twelve Suns for one 
Going about the world, and giving light. 

But since those jipes of gold^ which brought ^^ 

That cordial water to our ground. 
Were cut and martyred by the faidt 
Of those who did themselves through their side wound ; 

Thou shutt'st the door, and keep'st within ; 
Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink : 
And if the braves of conquering sin 
Did not excite thee, we should wholly sink. 



56 THE TEMPLE. 

Lord, thoagh we change, thou art the same ; 
The same sweet God of love and light : 
Restore this day, for thy great Name, 
Unto his ancient and miraculous right. 



GRACE. 

Mt stock lies dead, and no increase 
Doth my dull husbandry improve : 
let thy graces without cease 

Drop from above I 

If still the Sun should hide his face^ 
Thy house would but a dungeon prove, 
Thy works night's captives : let grace 
Drop from above I 

The dew doth every morning fall ; 
And shall the dew outstrip thy Dove 1 
The dew, for which grass cannot call. 
Drop from above. 

Death is still working like a mole, 
And digs my grave at each remove : 
Let grace work too, and on my soul 
Drop from above. 

Sin is still hammering my heart 
Unto a hardness, void of love : 
Let suppling grace, to cross his art. 

Drop from above. 
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come ! for thou dost know the way. 
Or if to me thon wilt not moye, 
Remove me where I need not say — 
Drop from above. 



PRAISE. 

To write a verse or two, is all the praise 
That I can raise : 
Mend my estate in any ways, 

Thou shalt have more. 

I go to Church ; help me to wings, and I 
. Will thither fly ; 
Or, if I mount unto the sky, 
I will do more. 

Man is all weakness ; there is no such thing 
As Prince or King : 
His arm is short ; yet with a sling 
lie may do more. 

An herb distilled, and drunk, may dwell next door. 
On the same floor, 
To a brave soul : Exalt the poor. 
They can do more. 

raise me, then ! poor bees, that work all day, 
Sting my delay. 
Who have a work, as well as they. 
And much, much more. 
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AFFLICTION. 



Kill me not eyery day, 
Thou Lord of life ; since thj one death for me 

Is more than all my deaths can be. 
Though I in broken pay 
Die oyer each hour of Methusalem's stay. 

If all men's tears were let 
Into one common sewer, sea, and brine ; 

What were they all, compared to thine ? 
Wherein if they were set, 
They would discolour thy most bloody sweat. 

Thou art my grief alone. 
Thou Lord conceal it not : and as thou art 
All my delight, so all my smart : 
Tliy cross took up in one, 
' By way of imprest, all my future moan. 



MATINS. 

I CANNOT ope mine eyes. 
But thou art ready there to catch 
My morning-soul and sacrifice : 
Then we must needs for that day make a matcL 

My God, what is a heart ? 
Silver, or gold, or precious stone. 
Or star, or rainbow, or a part 
Of all these things, or all of them in one % 



THE cauBcn, 

My Godj \rhat is a Leart, 
That tlioa sboultlst it so ejc^ and woo. 
Pouring upon it all thy art, 
As if that thou hadst QOtbiDg else to do 1 

Indeed, maii'a whole estate 
Amounts (and richly) to serve thee : 
lie did Bot heaTen and earth create, 
Yet studies thcmj oot Ilim by whom they be. 

Teach me thy love to know ; 
That this new light, w^hicb now I see, 
May both the work and workman show : 
Then by a Sunbeam I will cMmb to thee. 
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SIN, 



THAT I could a sin once see ! 
"We paint the devil foul, yet he 
Ilath some good in him, all agree, 
Siu is flat opposite to th* Almighty, seeing 
It wants the good of viHtWi and of beiuff. 

But God more care of us hath had, 

If apparitions make us sad, 

By sight of siu we should grow mad. 

Yet as in sleep we see foul death, and live ; 

So devils are our sins in prospective* 
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EVEN-SONG. 

Blest be the Otod of lore, 
Who gave me eyes, and light, and power this day, 
Both to be busy and to play. 
But much more blest be Ood aboYC, 

Who gave me sight alone, 
Which to himself he did deny : 
For when he sees my ways, I die : 
But I have got his Son, and he hath none. 

What have I brought thee home 
For this thy love ? have I discharged the debt. 
Which this day's favour did beget ? 
I ran ; but all I brought, was foam. 

Thy diet, care, and cost 
Do end in bubbles, balls of wind ; 
Of wind to thee whom I have crost, 
But balls of wild-fire to my troubled mind. 

Yet still thou goest on, 
And now with darkness closest weary eyes, 
Saying to man. It doth suflce : 
Henceforth repose ; your work is done. 

Thus in thy Ebony box 
Thou dost enclose us, till the day 
Put our amendment in our way, 
And give new wheels to our disordered clocks. 
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I muse, which shows more love, 
The day or night : that is the gale, this th' harbour ; 
That is the walk, and this the arbour ; 
Or that the garden, this the grove. 

Mj God, thou art all love. 
Not one poor minute 'scapes thy breast, 
But brings a favour from above ; 
And in this love, more than in bed, I rest. 



CHURCH monuments- 
While that my soul repairs to her devotion, 
Here I entomb my flesh, that it betimes 
May take acquaintance of this heap of dust ; 
To which the blast of death's incessant motion. 
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes^ 
Drives all at last. Therefore I gladly trust 

My body to this school, that it may learn 
To spell his elements, and find his birth 
Written in dusty heraldry and lines ; 
Which dissolution sure doth best discern, 
. Comparing dust with dust, and earth with earth. 
These laugh at Jet, and Marble put* for signs, 

To sever the good fellowship of dust, 
And spoil the meeting. What shall point out them. 
When they shall bow, and kneel, and fall down flat 
To kiss those heaps, which now they have in trust ? 
Dear flesh, while I do pray, learn here thy stem 
And true descent ; that when thou shalt grow fat, 
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And wanton in thj cravings^ thou ma/st know, 
That flesh is but the glass, which holds the dust 
That measures all our time ; which also shall 
Be crumbled into dust Mark here below. 
How tame these ashes are, how free firom Inst, 
That thou ma/st fit thyself against thy fall 



CHURCH MUSia 

Sweetest of sweets, I thank you : when displeasure 
Did through my body wound my mind, 

You took me thence ; and in your house of pleasure 
A dainty lodging me assigned. 

Now I in you without a body more, 

Rising and falling with your wings : 

We both together sweetly live and love. 

Yet say sometimes, God help poor hings. 

Comfort, ni die ; for if you post from me. 
Sure I shall do so, and much more : 

But if I travel in your company. 

You know the way to heaven^s door. 



CHURCH LOCK AND KEY. 

I KNOW it is my sin, which locks thine ears, 

And binds thy hands t 
Out-crying my requests, drowning my tears ; 
Or else the chillness of my faint demands. 
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it as cold hands are angry with the fire, 

And mend it still ; 
I do lay the vant of my desire, 
>t on my sins, or coldness, but thy will. 

)t hear, God, only for His blood's sake. 

Which pleads for me : 
r though sins plead too, yet like stones they make 
s blood s sweet current much more loud to be. 



THE CHURCH FLOOR- 

LBK you the floor 1 that square and speckled stone. 
Which looks so firm and strong. 
Is Patience : 

id th' other black and grave, wherewith each one 
Is chequered all along, 
ffumility: 

e gentle rising, which on either hand 
Leads to the quire aboye. 
Is Confidence : 

t the sweet cement, which in one sure band 
Ties the whole frame, is Love 
And Chanty. 



HiTHEB sometimes Sin steals, and stains 
The Marble's neat and curious veins : 
t all is cleansed when the Marble weeps. 
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Sometimes Death, puffing at the door, 
Blows all the dust about the floor : 
But while he thinks to spoil the room, he sweeps. 

Blest be the Architect^ whose art 
Could build so strong in a weak heart 



THE WINDOWS. 

LoED, how can man preach thy eternal word ? 
He is a brittle crazy glass : 

Yet in thy Temple thou dost him afford 

This glorious and transcendent place, 
To be a window, through thy grace. 

But when thou dost anneal in glass thy story, 
Making thy life to shine within 

The holy Preachers, then the light and glory 

More rcTcrend grows, and more doth win ; 
Which else shows waterish, bleak, and thm. 

Doctrine and life, colours and light, in one 

When they combine and mingle, bring 

A strong regard and awe : but speech alone 
Doth vanish like a flaring thing, 
And in the ear, not conscience ring. 



TRINITY SUNDAY. 

LoBD, who hast form'd me out of mud, 
And hast redeem'd me through thy blood, 
And sanctified me to do good ; 
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Puige all my sins done heretofore ; 
For I confess my heavy score, 
And I will strive to sin no more. 

Enrich my heart, month, hands in me. 
With faith, with hope, with charity; 
That I may run, rise, rest with thee. 

CONTENT. 

ACE, muttering thoughts, and do not grudge to keep 

Within the walls of your own breast. 
Iio cannot on his own bed sweetly sleep. 

Can on another's hardly rest. 

d not abroad at every quest and call 

Of an untrained hope or passion, 
court each place or fortune that doth fall. 

Is wantonness in contemplation. 

u-k how the fire in flints doth quiet lie. 

Content and warm to itself alone : 
t when it would appear to other's eye. 

Without a knock it never shone. 

re me the pliant mind, whose gentle measure 

Complies and suits with all estates ; 
iich can let loose to a crown, and yet with pleasure 

Take up within a cloister's gates. 

is soul doth span the world, and hang content 

From either pole unto the centre : 
lere in each room of the wcll-fumish'd tent 

He lies warm, and without adventure. 
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THE TEMPLE. 



The brags of life are but a nine days' wonder : 
And after death the fumes that spring 

From private bodies, make as big a thunder 
As those which rise from a huge King. 

Only thy Chronicle is lost : and yet 
Better by worms be all once spent. 

Than to have hellish moths still gnaw and fret 
Thy name in books» which may not Tent. 



When all thy deeds, whose brunt thou feel'st alone, 
Are chaVd by others^ pens and tongue, 

And as their wit is, their digestion, 

Thy nourished fame is weak or strong. 

Then cease discoursing, soul, till thine own ground ; 
Do not thyself or friends importune. 

Hg that by seeking liath himself once fouod, 
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Ft IS no office, art, or news ; 
Nor the ExchaDge^ or busy Hall : 
But it is tliat, ^ hieh while I use, 
I am vitii thee, and Most take ail 



HUMILITY. 

the Virtues sittiDg hand in hand 
screra] ranks upon an azure throne, 
bere all the beasU and fowls, by their commaod, 
[^Qted tokens of submission, 
(nmility, who sat Uie lowest there 

To execute their call, 
lea by the beasts the presents tendered were. 
Gave them about to alL 



Lion did present his paw, 
by eonsent was given to Mansuetnde. 
ba fearful Hare her ears, which by their law 
Ittmiltty did reach to Fortitude- 

lotts Turkey brought his coral chain, 

That went to Temperance. 
Justin was bestow'd the Fox's brain, 

Kill'd in the way by chance. 

^t length the Crow, bringing the Peaooek*s plume 
?*or he would not), m they beheld the grace 
)r ihat brave gift, each one began to funic, 
And chalieugc it^ as proper to his place, 
Till they fell out ; which when the beasts espied^ 
Tlxey leapt upon the throne ; 
Ud if the Fox had lived to nde their side. 

They had deposed each one. 



/ 
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Humility, ifrho held the plume, at this 
Did weep so fast, that the tears trickling down 
Spoil'd all the train : then sajing, Here it is^ 
For which ye wrcmgle^ made them turn their fix)wii 
Against the beasts : so jointly bandying, 

They drive them soon away ; 
And then amerced them, double gifts to bring 

At the next Session-day. 



FRAILTY. 

Lord, in my silence how do I despise 
What upon trust 
Is styled honour ^ riches, ox fair eyes; 
But m—fair dust ! 
I surname them gilded clayj 
Dear earthy jme grasSy or hay; 
In all, I think my foot doth ever tread 
Upon their head. 

But when I yiew abroad both Regiments, 

The world's, and thine ; 
Thine clad with simpleness, and sad events ; 
The other fine. 
Full of glory and gay weeds. 
Brave language, braver deeds : 
That which was dust before, doth quickly rise, 
And prick mine eyes. 

brook not this, lest if what even now 
My foot did tread. 
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Afixont those joys, wherewith thou didst endow, 
And long since wed 
My poor soul, e'en sick of love ; 
It may a Babel prove, 
Commodious to conquer heaven and thee 
Planted in me. 



CONSTANCY. 

Who is the honest man ? 
He that doth still and strongly good pursue, 
To God, his neighbour, and himself most true : 

Whom neither force nor fawning can 
Unpin, or wrench from giving all their due. 

Whose honesty is not 
So loose or easy, that a ruffling wind 
Can blow away, or glittering look it blind : 

Who rides his sure and even trot. 
While the world now rides by, now lags behind. 

Who, when great trials come. 
Nor seeks, nor shuns them ; but doth calmly stay, 
Till he the thing and the example weigh : 

All being brought into a sum, 
What place or person calls for, he doth pay. 

Whom none can work or woo. 
To use in any thing a trick or sleight ; 
For above all things he abhors deceit : 

His words and works and fashion too 
All of a piece, and all are clear and straight. 
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Who never melts or thaws 
At close temptations : when the day is done. 
His goodness sets not, but in dark can run ; 

The sun to others writeth laws, 
And is their yirtue ; Virtue is his Sun. 

Who, when he is to treat 
With sick folks, women, those whom passions sway. 
Allows for that, and keeps his constant way : 

Whom others' faults do not defeat ; 
But though men fail him, yet his part doth play. 

Whom nothing can procure. 
When the wide world runs bias, from his will 
To writhe his limbs, and share, not mend the ill. 

This is the Marksman, safe and sure, 
Who still is right, and prays to be so still. 



AFFLICTION. 

My heart did heaye, and there came forth, God! 
By that I knew that thou wast in the grief, 
To guide and govern it to my relief, 

Making a sceptre of the rod : 
Hadst thou not had thy part, 
Sure the unruly sigh had broke my heart 

But since thy breath gave me both life and shape. 
Thou know'st my tallies ; and when there's assigned 
So much breath to a sigh, what's then behind ? 
Or if some years with it escape. 
The sigh then only is 
A gale to bring me sooner to my bliss. 



« 



THE CHURCH. 

Thj life on earth was grief, and thou art still 

Constant tmto it, making it to be 

A point of IionouTj now to grieve in me^ 

And in thj members suffer ill. 
They who lament one cross, 
Thou djing daily, praisa thee to thy loss. 
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THE STAR. 

IGHT spark, shot from a brighter place. 
Where beams snrround my SanoTir^s face, 
Canst thou be any where 
So well as there ? 

Yet^ if thou wilt from thence depart. 
Take a bad lodging in my heart ; 
For thou canst make a debtor, 

And make it better. 

First with thy fire-work bum to dust 
Folly, and worse than follyj lust : 
Then with thy li^ht refine, 
And male it shinei 



So disengaged from sin and sickness, 
Touch it with thy celestial quickness. 
That it may hang and mOTe 
After thy love. 

Then with our trinity of liglit, 

Motion, and heat, let's take our flight 
Unto tlie place where thou 
Before didst bow. 
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Get me a standing there, and place 

Among the beams, which crown the face 
Of Him who died to part 
Sin and mj heait : 

That so among the rest I may 

Glitter, and curl, and wind as they : 
That winding is their fashion 
Of adoration. 

Sure thou wilt joy, by gaining me 
To fly home like a laden bee 
Unto that hive of beams 
And garland-streams. 



SUNDAY. 

O' DAT most calm, most bright, 
The fruit of this, the next world's bud, 
Th' indorsement of supreme delight. 
Writ by a friend, and with his blood ; 
The couch of time ; care's balm and bay ; 
The week were dark, but for thy light : 

Thy Torch doth show the way. 

The other days and thou 
Make up one man ; whose face thou art, 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow.: 
The working-days are the back-part ; 
The burden of the week lies there, 
Making the whole to stoop and bow, 

Till thy release appear. 
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Man had f^traight forward gone 
To endless death ; but thou dost pull 
And turn us round to look on one. 
Whom, if we were not very dull^ 
We could not choose but look on still ; 
Since there is no place so alone 

The which he doth not fill. 

Sundays the pillars are, 
On which heaven's palace arched liea : 
The other daja fill up the spare 

And hollow room with ranities* 
Thej are the fruitful beds and bordera 
In God's rich garden : that is bare 

Which parts their ranks and orders. 

The Sundays of man's Mfe, 
Threaded together on time s string, 
Make bracelets to adom the wife 
Of the eternal glorious King. 
On Sunday heaven's gate stands ope ; 
Blessings are plentiful and rife, 

More plentiful than hope. 

This day my Saviour rose. 
And did enclose this light for his : 
That, ajs each beast his manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder miss, 
Clirist hath took in this piece of ground. 
And made a garden there for those 

Who want herbs for their wound. 



^3 



The Rest of our Creation 
iOwt great Redeemer did remove 
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Whh the suiie shake, which at his passion 
Did m earth and all things with it more. 
Ai SaaisOQ bore the doors awaj, 
Chrift's hands, thoogfa nail'd, wrought our salvatioii, 
And did unhinge that daj. 

The brightness of that daj 
We scllied bj our foul offence : 
Wherefore that robe we cast awaj, 
Haxing a new at his expense, 
AVhose drops of blood paid the full price. 
That was required to make us gaj, 

And fit for Paradise. 

Thou art a day of mirth : 
And where the week-days trail on ground. 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth : 
let me take thee at the bound. 
Leaping with thee from seren to seven. 
Till that we both, being toss'd from earth, 

FIt hand in hand to hearen ! 



AVARICK 

Money, thou bane of bliss, and source of woe, 

Whence comest thou, that thou art so fresh and finet 
I know thy parentage is base and low : 

Man found thee poor and dirty in a mine. 

Surely thou didst so little contribute 

To this great kingdom, which thou now hast got, 
That he was fain, when thou wast destitute. 

To dig thee out of thy dark cave and grot. 
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hen forcing thee, bj fire he made thee bright : 
Naj, thou hast got the face of man ; for we 
Haye with our stamp and seal transferr'd our right ; 

lion art the man, and man but dross to thee. 

Han calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich ; 
And while he digs out thee, falls in the ditch. 



ANA- 5fiJ3? GRAM. 

(ARMY) 

How well her name an Army doth present, 
In whom the Lord of hosts did pitch his tent I 

TO ALL ANGELS AND SAINTS. 

GLORIOUS spirits, who after all jour bands 
See the smooth face of God, without a frown. 

Or strict commands ; 
Where eyeiy one is king, and hath his crown. 
If not upon his head, jet in his hands : 

Not out of enyj or maliciousness 
Do I forbear to craye jour special aid. 
I would address 
Mj Yows to thee most gladlj, blessed Maid, 
And Mother of m j God, in mj distress : 

Thou art the hplj mine, whence came the gold. 
The great restorative for all decaj 

In joung and old ; 
Thou art the cabinet where the jewel laj : 
Chieflj to thee would I mj soul unfold. 
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But now, alas I I dare not ; for our King, 
Whom we do all jointlj adore and praise, 

Bids no sudi thing : 
And where his pleasure no injunction lays 
('Tis your own case), ye never move a wing. 

All worship is prerogative, and a flower 
Of his rich crown, from whom lies no appeal 

At the last hour : 
Therefore we dare not from his garland steal, 
To make a posie for inferior power. 

Although then others court you, if ye know 
What's done on earth, we shall not fare the woi'se 

Who do not so ; 
Since we are ever ready to disburse. 
If any one our Master's hand can show. 



EMPLOYMENT. 

He that is weary, let him sit. 

My soul would stir 
And trade in courtesies and wit. 

Quitting the fur, 
To cold complexions needing it. 

Man is no star, but a quick coal 
Of mortal fire : 

Who blows it not, nor doth control 
A faint desire. 

Lets his own ashes choke his souL 
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ien th' elements did for place contest 
With Him, whose will 

Ordain'd the highest to be best : 
The earth sat still, 

"And by the others k opprest. 

Jjife is a business, not good cheer ; 

Eyer in wars, 
ie San still sbineth there or here» 

Whereaa the stars 
_Watch an adrantage to appear, 

that I were an Orange-tree, 

That busy plant ! 
Then I should ever laden be, 

And never want 
ime fruit for him that dresBath me. 

But we are still too joung or old ; 

The man is gone, 
afore we do our wares unfold : 

So we fi*eeze on. 
Until the grave increase our cold. 



n 



DENIAL. 



Tebn my devotions could not pierce 
Thy silent ears i 
Then was my heart broken, as was my veiBe ; 
My breast was full of fears 

And disorder, 
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Mj bent thoaghts, like a brittle bow. 

Did flj asunder : 
Each took his way ; some would to pleasures go, 
Some to the wars and thunder 
Of alarms. 

As good go any where, they say. 

As to benumb 
Both knees and heart, in crying night and day, 
Come, come, my God, come. 

But no hearing. 

Thou that shouldst giye dust a tongue 
To cry to thee, 
And then not hear it crying I all day long 
My heart was in my knee, 

But no hearing. 

Therefore my soul lay out of sight. 

Untuned, unstrung : 
My feeble spirit, unable to look rights 
Like a nipt blossom, hung 

Discontented. 

cheer and tune my heartless breast^ 
Defer no time ; 
That so thy favours granting my request, 
They and my mind may chime. 

And mend my rhyme. 
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CHRISTMAS. 



All after pleasures as I rid one day, 

Mj horse and I, both tired, bodj and mind. 
With fall cry of aflfections, quite astray ; 

I took up in the next Inn I could find. 

There when I came, whom found I but my dear, 
My dearest Lord, expecting till the grief 
Of pleasures brought me to him, ready there 

To be all passengers' most sweet relief 1 

Thou, whose glorious, yet contracted light. 
Wrapt in night's mantle, stole into a manger; 
Since my dark soul and brutish is thy right, 

To Man of all beasts be not thou a stranger : 

Furnish and deck my soul, that thou ma/st have 
A better lodging, than a rack, or grave. 

Ths shepherds sing ; and shall I silent be ? 

My God, no hymn for thee ? 
My soul's a shepherd too : a flock it feeds 

Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
The pasture is thy word ; the streams, thy grace 

Enriching all the place. 

Shepherd and flock shall sing, and all my powers 
Out-sing the daylight hours. 

Then we will chide the Sun for letting night 
Take up his place and right : 

We sing one common Lord ; wherefore he should 
Himself the candle hold. 
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I will go searching, till I find a Sun 

Shall stay, till we hare done ; 

A willing shiner, that shall shine as gladly, 
As frost-nipt Suns look sadly. 

Then we will sing, and shine all our own day. 
And one another pay : 

His beams shall cheer my breast, and both so twi 
Till even his beams sing, and my music shine. 



UNGRATEFULNESS. 

Lord, with what bounty and rare clemency 
Hast thou redeemed us from the grave ! 

If thou hadst let us run. 
Gladly had man adored the Sun, 

And thought his god most brave ; 
Where now we shall be better gods than he. 

Thou hast but two rare Cabinets ftill of treasure. 
The Trinity, and Incarnation : 

Thou hast unlocked them both. 
And made them jewels to betroth 
The work of thy creation 
Unto thyself in everlasting pleasure. 

The statelier Cabinet is the Trinity, 

Whose sparkling light access denies : 

Therefore thou dost not show 
This fiilly to us, till death blow 
The dust into our eyes ; 
For by that powder* thou wilt make us see. 
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Bat all thj sweets am packed up m the other ; 
Thy mercies thither flock and flow ; 

That, as the first affrightg, 
This maj allure us with delights ; 
Because this box wa know ; 
For we hare all of us just such another. 

But man is dose, reserred, tmd dark to thee ; 
When thou demandest but a heart, 

El He caTils instantly* 

la his poor cabinet of bone 
Sins hare their box apart, 
Defrauding thee, who gavest two for one. 



SIGHS AND GROANa 



DO not use me 
After my sins 1 look not on my desert, 
Bat on thy glory ! then thou wilt reform^ 
And not refuse me : for thou only art 
The mighty God, but I a silly worm : 

do not bruise me I 

do not urge me ! 
For what account can thy ill steward make 1 
I have abused thy stock, destroyed thy woods, 
Suck'd all thy magazines : my head did ache, 
Till it found out how to consume thy goods : 

do not scourge me I 

do not blind me I 
I h&re deserved that an Egyptian night 
Should thicken all my powers ; because my lust 

F 



82 THB TEMPLE. 

Hath still 8€w*d fig-leayes to exclude tlij light : 
But I am frailty, and alreadj dust : 

do not grind me 1 

do not fill me 
With the turned vial of thy bitter wrath t 
For thou hast other Teasels full of blood, 
A part whereof my SaTioiir emptied hath. 
Even unto death : since he died for my good, 

do not kill me I 

But 0, reprieve me I 
For thou hast life and deaih at thy command ; 
Thou art both Jvdg$ and Samotir, feast and fod^ 
Cordial and Corrmim : put not thy hand 
Into the bitter box ; but, my God, 

My God, relioire me I 



THE WORLD. 

LoTE built a stately house ; where Forium cami • 
And spinning fanciea, she was heard to say. 
That her fine cobwebs did support the frame. 
Whereas they were supported by the same : 
But Wisdom quickly swept them all away. 

Then Pleasure came, who, liking not the fashion, 
Began to make Balconies, Terrc^es^ 
Till she had weakea'd all by alteration : 
But reverend laws, and many b, proelamatian 
Reformed all at length with menaces. 
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entcr'd Sin, and with tliat Sycamore, 
leaver first sheltcFd man from drought and dew, 
and windiDg elily evermore, 
iward walk and summers cleft and tore : 
Gram ihorcd these, and cut that as it grew. 

Sn ^mbtned with Decith in a firm band, 
the building to the rerj floor : 
tiej effected, none could them witlistand ; 
Lov^ and Grace took Glor^ by the hand, 
built a braver palace than before. 



COLOSSIANS in. 3. 

" OUB LIFE IB HID WITH CHBTST IN GOD/' 

Jfy words and thoughts do both express this notion, 
That Life hath with the sun a double motion. 
He first Is straight, and our diurnal friend j 
The other Bid^ ' and doth obliquely bend. 
One life is wrapt In flesh, and tends to earth : 
The othcrwinds toward ffim^ whose happy birth 
Taoglit me to Hvc here so, Tk€U still one eye 
Should aim and shoot at that which Is on high ; 
Quitting with daily labour all My pleasure^ 
To gain at harvest an eternal Treasure. 
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VANITY. 



The fleet Astronomer can bore 
'And thread the epberes with his qnick-piercing mind: 
He Tiews their stations, walks from door to door, 

Surveys, as if he had designed 
To make a purchase there : he sees their dances 

And knoweth long before. 
Both their Ml-eyed aspects* and secret glances- 

The nimble Diver with his side 
Cnts through the working wayes, that he may fetch 
His dearly-earned pearl, which God did hide 

On purpose from the venturous wretch ; 
That he might save his life, and also hers. 

Who with excessive pride 
Her own destruction and his danger wears. 

The subtle Chymic can divest 
And strip the creature naked, till he find 
The callow principles within their nest : 

There he imparts to them hia mind. 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before 

They appear trim and drest 
To ordinary suitors at the door. 

What hath not man sought out and found, 
But his dear God 1 who yet his glorious law 
Embosoms in us, meUowiDg the ground 

With showers and frosts, with love and awe ; 
So that we need not say, Where's this command ! 

Poor man I thou searchest round 
To find out decUh, but missest life at hand* 
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LENT. 



WsLCOME, dear feast of Lent : vho loves not thee, 
He loyes not Temperance, or Anthoritj, 

But is composed of passion. 
The Scriptures bid us fast; the Church says, Now: 
Giye to thy Mother what thou wouldst allow 

To every Corporation. 

The humble soul, composed of love and fear. 
Begins at home, and lays the burden there, 

When doctrines disagree : 
He says, In things which use hath justly got, 
I am a scandal to the Church, and not 

The Church is so to me. 

IVne Christians should be glad of an occasion 
To use their temperance, seeking no evasion, 

When good is seasonable ; 
Unless Authority, which should increase 
The obligation in us, make it less, 

And Power itself disable. 

Besides the cleanness of sweet abstinence, 
Quick thoughts and motions at a small expense, 

A face not fearing light : 
Whereas in fulness there are sluttish fumes, 
Sour exhalations, and dishonest rlieums^ 

Revenging the delight. 

Then those same pendent profits, which the spring 
And Easter intimate,. enlarge the thing, 
And goodness of the deed. 
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Neither ought other men's ahuse of Lent 
Spoil the good use ; lest by that argument 
We forfeit all our Creed. 

*Ti8 true, we cannot reach Christ's fortieth day; 
Yet to go part of that reHgious way 

la better than to rest : 
We canDot reach our Saviour's purity; 
Yet are we bid, Be holy even as h$. 

In both let 3 do our best 

Who goeth in the way which Christ hath gone,] 
Is much more sure to meet with him, than one 

That trayelleth by-wajs. 
Perhaps my God, though he be far before. 
May turn, and take me by the hand, and more, 

May strengthen my decays. 

Yet, Lord, instruct us to improre our fast 
By starving sin, and taking such repast 

As may our faults control : 
That eyery man may revel at his door, 
Not in his parlour ; banqueting the poor. 

And among those his souL 



VIRTUE. 



Sweet Day, so cool> so calm, eo bright, 
The bridal of the earth and sky^ 
The dew shall weep thy fall to-night ; 
For thou must die. 
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Sweet Rose, whose hue angry and brave 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye. 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 

And thou must die. 

Sweet Spring, full of sweet days and roses^ 
A box where sweets compacted lie. 
My Music shows ye have your closes. 
And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul, 
Like seasoned tunber, never gives ; 
But though the whole world turn to coal. 
Then chiefly lives. 



THE PEARL 

MATT. XIII. 

I KNOW the ways of Learning ; both the head 
And Pipes that feed the press, and make it run ; 
What Reason hath from Nature borrowed, 
Or of itself, like a good housewife, spun 
In laws and policy ; what the stars conspire. 
What willing Nature speaks, what forced by fire ; 
Both th' old discoveries, and the new-found seas, 
The stock and surplus, cause and history : 
All these stand open, or I have the keys : 
Yet I love thee. 

I know the ways of Honour, what maintains 
The quick returns of courtesy and wit : 



88 THE TIMPLE, 

In vies of faTOnrs whether partj gaias. 
When glory swells the heart, and mouldeth it 
To ail expresiions both of hand and eje, 
Which on the world a tme-bTe-knot maj tie, 
And bear the bundle, wheresoever it goes : 
How many drams of spirit there must be 
To sell my life unto mj friends or foes ; 
Yet I love thee* 

I know the wajs of Pleasure, the sweet strains;, 
The lullingg and the relishes of it ; 
The propositions of hot blood and brains ; 
What mirth and music mean ; what love and wit 
Haye done these twenty hundred years, and more 
I know the projects of unbridled stpre : 
My stuff is flesh, not brass ; my senses live, 
And grumble oft^ that they hare more in me 
Than he that curbs them, being but one to five ; 
Yet I loTe thee- 

I know all these, and have them in my hand i 
Therefore not sealed, but with open eyes 
I fly to thee, and fully understand 
Both the main sale, and the commodities ; 
And at what rate ^id price I have thy love ; 
With all the circumstances that may move ; 
Yet through the labjrrinths, not my grovelling wit," 
But thy silk-twist let down from heaven to me. 
Did both conduct and teach me, how by it 
To climb to thee. 
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AFFLICTION. 



Bbokek in pieces all asunder, 
Lord, hunt me -not, 
A thing forgot, 
Once a poor creature, now a wonder, 
A wonder tortured in the space 
Betwixt this world and that of grace. 

My thoughts are all a case of knives, 
Wounding mj heart 
With scattered smart ; 
As watering-pots give flowers their lives. 
Nothing their fury can control. 
While they do wound and prick my souL 

All my attendants are at strife, 
Quitting their place 
Unto my face : 
Nothing performs the task of life : 

The elements are let loose to fight, 
And while I live, try out their right. 

Oh, help, my God I let not their plot 
Kill them and me, 
And also thee. 
Who art my life : dissolve the knot. 
As the sun scatters by his light 
All the rebellions of the night. 

• 
Then shall those powers, which work for grief. 
Enter thy pay, 
And day by day 
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Labour thy praise and my relief ; 

With care and courage building mCt 

Till I reach hearen, and much morCj the©-^ 



MAN, 

My God, I heard this day. 
That none doth build a etately habitation 
But he that means to dwell therein. 
What house more stately hath there been, ^ 
Or can be» than is Man ? to whose creation 
AU things are in decay. 

For Man is eyeiy thing, 

And more : He is a tree, yet bears no fruit ; 

A beast, yet is, or should bo more ; 

Reason and speech we only bring. 

Parrots may thank us, if they are not mute, 

They go upon the score, 

Man is all symmetry, 
Full of proportions, one limb to another, 
And all to all the world besides : 
Each part may call the farthest, brother 
For head with foot hath priirate amity. 

And both with moons and tides. 



Nothing hath got so far, 
But Man hath caught and kept it, as his prey. 
His eyes dismount the highest star 
He is in little aU the sphere. 
Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because that they 
Find their acquaintance thura 
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For us the winds do blow ; 
The earth doth rest, heaven move, and fountains flow- 
Nothing we see, but means our good. 
As our delight, or as our tremure : 
The whole is, either our cupboard of food, 
Or cabinet of pleasure. 

The stars have us to bed ; 
Night draws the curtain, which the Sun withdraws ; 
Music and light attend our head. 
All things unto our^eM are kind 
In their descent and being ; to our mitid 
In their ascent and cauBe, 

Each thing is full of dutj : 
Waters united, are our navigation j 
Distinguished,* our habitation ; 
Below, our drink ; abovCj our meat ; 
Both are our cleanliness. Ilath one such beauty ? 
Then how are all things neat I 

More servants wait on Man, 
Than he^ll take notice of : in every path 

He treads down that which doth befriend hinii 
When sickness makes him pale and wan. 
Oh, mighty love I Man is one worlds and hath 
Another to attend him. 

Since then, my God, thou hast 
So brave a Palace built ; dwell in it, 
That it may dwell with thee at last I 
Till then, afford us so much wit, 
That, as the world serves us, we may serve thee. 
And both thy servants be. 

' * 0LatmguiaUed,^ t* e., when marked b; an UlMid, 
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ANTIPHON. 

Chob. Praised be the God of love, 
IAen. Here below, 
Akgels. And here above : 

Chob. Who hath dealt his mercies so, 
Ang. To his friend, 
Mek. And to his foe ; 

Chos. That both grace and glory tend 
Ano. Us of old, 
Mek. And ns in the end 

Chob. The great Shepherd of the fold 
Akg. Us did make, 
Men. For ns was sold. 

Chob. He our foes in pieces brake : 
Ang. Him we touch ; 
Men. And him we take. 

Chob. Wherefore since that he is such, 
Ang. We adore, 
Men. And we do crouch. 

Chob. Lord, thj praises shall be more. 
Men. We have none, 
Ang. And we no store. 

Chob. Praised be the God alone 

Who hath made of two folds one. 
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UNKINDNESS. 

LoBD, make me coy and tender to offend : 
In friendship, first I think, if that agree, 

Which I intend, 
Unto mj friend's intent and end. 
I would not use a friend, as I use Thee. 

If any touch my friend, or his good name, 
It is my honour and my love to free 

His blasted fame 
From the least spot or thought of blame. 
I could not use a friend, as I use Thee. 

My friend may spit upon my curious floor: 
Would he have gold 1 I lend it instantly ; 

But let the poor. 
And thou within them, stanre at door. 
I cannot use a friend, as I use Thee. 

When that my friend pretendeth to a place, 
I quit my interest, and leave it free : 

But when thy grace 
Sues for my hearty I thee displace ; 
Nor would I use a friend, as I use Thee. 

Tet can a friend what Thou hast done frdfil ? 
write in brass, My God upon a tree 

His blood did spiU, 
Only to purchase my good-will: 
Tet use I not my foes, as I use Thee. 
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UFK 



I MADB a pone, irbfle the day ran hy : 
Here will I smeQ m j remnant oat, and tie 

H J life within this band. 
But time did be^on to the flowers, and they 
Bj noon most conningl j did steal awaj. 

And with^d in mj hand 

Mj hand was next to them, and then mj heai 
I took, without more thinking in good part 

Time's gentle admonition 
Who did so sweetl j deadi's sad taste conye j, 
Making mj mind to smell mj fetal daj, 

Tet sugaring the sospidoi 

FareweD, dear flowers, sweetlj joor time ye sf 
Fit, while je lived, for smell or ornament^ 

And after death for cares 
I follow straight without complaints or grie^ 
Since if my scent be good, I care not if 

It be as short as yours. 



SUBMISSION. 

But that thou art my wisdom, Lord, 
And both mine eyes are thine. 

My mind would be extremely stirred 
For missing my design. 

Were it not better to bestow 
Some place and power on me ? 
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Then should thj praises with me grow. 
And share in my degree. 

But when I thus dispute and grieye, 

I do resume my sight ; 
And pilfering what I once did giye. 

Disseize thee of thy right 

How know I, if thou shouldst me raises 

That I should then raise thee 1 
Perhaps great places and thy praise 

Do not so well agree. 

Wherefore unto my gift I stand ; 

I will no more advise : 
Only do thou lend me a hand. 

Since thou hast both mine eyes. 



JUSTICE- 

I CAJsrsoT skill of these thy ways : 

Lard, thou didst make me, yet thou woundest me: 
Lord, thou dost wound me, yet thou dost reUeve me : 
Lord, thou rdievest, yet I die hy thee : 
Lord, thou dost kill me, yet thou dost rqnieve me. 

But when I mark my life and praise, 

Thy justice me most fitly pays : 
For, / do praise thee, yet I praise thee not : 
My prayers mean thee, yet my prayers stray : 
I would do well, yet sin the hand hath got : 
My soul doth love thee, yet it loves delay. 

I cannot skill of these my ways. 
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CHARMS AND KNOTS. 

Who read a Chapter when thej rise. 
Shall ne'er be troubled with ill eyes. 

A poor man's rod, when thou dost ride» 
Is both a weapon and a guide. 

Who shuts his hand, hath lost his gold : 
Who opens it, hath it twice told. 

Who goes to bed, and doth not pray, 
Maketh two nights to every day. 

Who by aspersions throw a stone 
At the head of others, hit their own. 

Who looks on ground with humble eyes, 
Finds himself there, and seeks to rise. 

When the hair is sweet through pride or lust^ 
The powder doth forget the dust 

Take one from ten, and what remains ? 
Ten still, if Sermons go for gains. 

In shallow waters heaven doth show : 
But who drinks on, to hell may ga 
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AFFLICTION 



My God, I nsad this daj, 
That planted Paradise was not so firm 
As was and is thy floating Ark ; whose stay 
And anchor thou art onlj, to confirm 
And strengtiien it in every age, 
When waves do rise, and tempests rage. 

At first we lived in pleasure ; 
Thine own deliglits thou didst to us impart : 
When we grew wanton, thou didst use displeasure 
To make us thine : yet that we might not part, 
As we at first did board with thee, 
Now thou wouldst taste our misery. 

There is but joy and grief ; 
If either will convert us, we are thine : 
Some angels used the first; if our relief 
Take up the secondj then thy double line 
And several baits in either kind 
Furnish thy table to thy mind- 
Affliction then is ours ; 
Wo are the trees, whom shaking fastens more, 
While bluateriiig winds destroy the wanton bowerSj 
And xmMq all their curious knots and store. 
My God, BO temper joy and woe^ 
That thy bright beams may tame thy bow. 
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MORTIFICATION. 

How soon doth man decay ! 
When clothes are taken from a chest of scweets 

To swaddle infants, whose young breath 
Scarce knows the way ; 

Those clouts are little winding-sheets^ 
Which do consign and send them unto death. 

When boys go first to bed, 
They step into their voluntary graves ; 

Sleep binds them fast ; only their breath 
Makes them not dead. 

Successive nights, like rolling waves, 
Convey them quickly, who are bound for death. 

When youth is frank and free. 
And calls for music, while his veins do swell, 

All day exchanging mirth and breath 
In company ; 

That music summons to the knell, 
Which shall befriend him at the house of death. 

When man grows staid and wise. 
Getting a house and home, where he may move 

Within the circle of his breath. 
Schooling his eyes ; 

That dumb enclosure maketh love 
Unto the coflBn, that attends his deatL 

When age grows low and weak. 
Marking his grave, and thawing every year. 
Till all do melt, and drown his breath 
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When he would speak ; 
A chair or litter shows the bier 
Which shall conyej him to the house of death. 

Man, ere he is aware, 
Hath put together a solemnity, l' 

And dressed his hearse, while he has breath 
As jet to spare. 

Yet^ Lord, instruct us so to die, 
That all these dyings may be life in deatL 



DECAY. 

Sweet were the days» when thou didst lodge with Lot^ 
Straggle with Jacoby sit with Oideon, 
Adyise with Abraham^ when thy power could not 
Encounter Mose^ strong complaints and moan : 
Thy words were then, Let me alone. 

One might have sought and found thee presently 
At some fair oak, or bush, or care, or well : 
Is my Gtoi this way ? No, they would reply; 
He is to Sinai gone, as we heard tell : 

List^ ye may hear great Aarovis belL 

But now thou dost thyself inmiure and dose 
In some one comer of a feeble heart : 
Where yet both Sin and Satan, thy old foes^ 
Do pinch and straiten thee, and use much art 
To gain thy thirds and little part. 

I see the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once spread, as in an urn 
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Dodi doset iqp itadi tnd still retreat, 
Cold sm stin fiorang it, till it letorn. 

And cdfing Justice, all things burn. 



MISERY. 

LoKD, let the Angels praise th j name. 
Man is a foolish thing, a foolish thing; 

Fdlj and Sin plaj all his game. 
His house still bums ; and jet he still doth sis^ 
Man is but ffrass^ 
He knows ity fill the glass. 

VLow canst thou brook his foolishness t 
Whj, hell not lose a cap of drink for thee : 

Bid him but temper his excess ; 
Not he : he knows, where he can better be. 
As he will swear, 
Than to serre thee in fear. 

What strange poUutions doth he wed, 
And make hb own ? as if none knew, but he. 

No man shall beat into his head 
That thou within his curtains drawn canst see: 
They are of cloth. 
Where never yet came motL 

The best of men, turn but thy hand 
For one poor minute, stumble at a pin : 

They would not have their actions scanned. 
Nor any sorrow tell them that they sin, 
Though it be small. 
And measure not their fall 
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They quarrel thee, and would give over 
The bargain made to serve thee : but thj love 

Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
Their follies with the wing of thy mild Dove, 
Not suffering those 
Who would, to be thy foes. 

My God, Man cannot praise thy name : 
Thou art all brightness, perfect purity ; 

The Sun holds down his head for shame, 
Dead with eclipses, when we speak of thee. 
How shall infection 
Presume on thy perfection ? 

As dirty hands foul aU they touch. 
And those things most, which are most pure and fine : 

So our day hearts, even when we crouch 
To sing thy praises, make them less divine. 
Yet either this 
Or none thy portion is. 

Man cannot serve thee ; let him go 
And serve the swine : there, there is his delight : 

He doth not like this virtue, no ; 
Give him his dirt to wallow in all night ; 
These Preachers make 
His head to shoot and ache. 

foolish man ! where are thine eyes ? 
How hast thou lost them in a crowd of cares ? 

Thou pull'st the rug, and wilt not rise. 
No, not to purchase the whole pack of stars * 
There let them shine, 
Thou must go sleep, or dine. 
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P^B £iow!edcs "vini^ said. lieca as 
Alii ail :iie oiood of God m nn. ni ^ 
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Indeed as firscMaa wws 
A Box of jewda, ^uip of nuic&eab 

A ring wiuiK pose vas, Mgfleatwt: 
He vasa gazden la & F^ndiBe : 
dcHT and grace 
Did cnnm his heart and fiure. 

Bat sin hath £x>rd him. STcnr he is 
A lamp of fiesh, withoot a foot or wing 
To raise him to the glimpse of bliss : 
A sick toss'd ressel, dashing on each thing ; 
Nay, his own shelf : 
Mj God, I mean mjself 



JORDAN. 

When first mj lines of heayenlj joys made mention, 

Such was their lustre, they did so excel, 

That I sought out quaint words, and trim inyention ; 
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Mj thoughts began to burnish, sprout^ and swell, 
Corling with metaphors a plain intention. 
Decking the sense, as if it were to sell 

Thousands of notions in mj brain did run, 
Offering their service, if I were not sped : 
I often blotted what I had begun ; 
This was not quick enough, and that was dead 
Nothing could seem too rich to clothe the Sun, 
Much less those joys which trample on his head. 

As flames do work and wind, when they ascend ; 
So did I weave myself into the sense. 
But while I bustled, I might hear a friend 
Whisper, ffow wide is ail this long pretence ! 
There is in love a sweetness ready penn'd: 
Copy out only thaty and save eapense. 



PRAYER. 

Of what an easy quick access, 
My blessed Lord, art thou ! how suddenly 

May our requests thine ear invade I 
To show that state dislikes not easiness. 
If I but lift mine eyes, my suit is made : 
Thou canst no more not hear, than thou canst die. 

Of what supreme Almighty power 
Is thy great arm which spans the East and West, 

And tacks the Centre to the Sphere I 
By it do all things live their measured hour : 
We cannot ask the thing, which is not there. 
Blaming the shallowness of our request 
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THBTEMPLS. 



Of what unmeasurable love 
Art thou possest, who, when thou oouldst not diei 

Wert fain to take our flesh and corse, 
And for our sakes in person sin reprove ; 
That by destroying that which tied thy purse, 
Thou might'st make way for liberality ! 

Since then these three wait on thy throne, 
EasSy PoweTy and Love ; I value Prayer so, 

That were I to leave all but one, 
Wealth, fame, endowments, virtues, all should go; 
I and dear Prayer would together dwell. 
And quickly gain, for each inch lost, an elL 



OBEDIBNCR 
My God, if writings may 
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let thy sacred will 
All thy delight in me fulfil ! 
Let me not think an action mine own way, 

But as thy love shall sway, 
Resigning up the rudder to thy skill 

Lord, what is man to thee, 
That thou shouldst mind a rotten tree ? 
Yet since thou canst not choose but see my actions ; 

So great are thy perfections. 
Thou ma/st as well my actions guide, as see. 

Besides, thy death and blood 
Show'd a strange love to all our good : 
Thy sorrows were in earnest ; no faint proffer. 

Or superficial offer 
Of what we might not take, or be withstood. 

Wherefore I all forego : 
To one word only I say. No : 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 

Of a gift or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way oi purchase go. " 

He that will pass his land. 
As I have mine, may set his hand 
And heart unto this deec^ when he hath read ; 

And make the purchase spread 
To both our goods, if he to it will stand. 

How happy were my part. 
If some kind man would thrust his heart 
Into these lines ; till in Heaven's court of rolls 

They were by winged souls 
Enter'd for both, far above their desert I 
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CONSCIENCE. 



Peace, prattler, do not lour : 
Not a fair look, but thou dost call it foul : 
Not a sweet dish, but thou dost call it sour : 
Music to thee doth howL 
By listeniug to thy chatting fears 
I haye both lost mine eyes and ears. 

Prattler, no more, I say : 
My thoughts must work, but like a noiseless 
Harmonious peace must rock them all the 
No room for prattlers there. 
If thou persistest, I will tell thee. 
That I have physic to expel thee. 
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SIGN. 



XiOBD, with what glory wast thou seired of old, 

When Solomon's temple stood and flourished I 
^Where most things were of purest gold ; 

The wood was all embellished 
With flowers and carvings, mystical and rare : 
All show'd the builder's, craved the seer's care. 

Tet all this glory, all this pomp and state. 
Did not afiect thee much, was not thy aim ; 

Something there was that sow'd debate : 
Wherefore thou quitt'st thy ancient daim : 

And now thy Architecture meets with sin ; 

For all thy frame and fabric is within. 

There thou art struggling with a peevish heart. 
Which sometimes crosseth thee, thou sometimes it : 

The fight is hard on either part. 
Great God doth fight, he doth submit. 

All Solomon's sea of brass and world of stone 

Is not so dear to thee as one good groan. 

And truly brass and stones are heavy things. 
Tombs for the dead, not temples fit for thee : 

But groans are quick, and full of wings. 
And all their motions upward be ; 

And ever as they mount, like larks they sing : 

The note is sad, yet music for a king. 
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HOXIL 

Cosz. LcepI set hsmi dodi faoriL mj heart is sic 

WMZe c&oa doec ever, ercr sla j : 

T!l J bo^ dsfemsgs wonzid aie to the qaidL, 

Mr spcrtfi saspeth n^hl and da j. 

dbcnr tbjsdf to ]iie» 

Or take ne iq» to thee ! 

Hov canst then star, cooadering the pace 

The blood did make, vhidi thoa didst iraste 

When I behold it trickling dovn th j face, 
I neTer saw thing make sodi haste. 
Aofw th js^ && 

When man was lost, thr pitr looked about, 
To see what help in th' earth or sky : 

Bat there was none ; at least no help without : 
The help did in thy bosom lie. 
show thjselt &c. 

There laj thj Son : and must he leare that nest, 
That hire of sweetness, to remove 

Thraldom from those^ who would not at a feast 
Leave one poor apple for thy love ? 
show thyself, &c. 

He did, he came : my Redeemer dear, 
After all this canst thou be strange ? 

So many years baptized, and not appear ; 
As if thy love could fail or change ? 
show thyself, &c. 
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ic^et if thou stayest still, why must I stay ? 

My God, what is this world to me ? 
MT^his world of woe ? Hence, all ye clouds, away, 

Away ; I must get up and see. 
show thyself, &c. 

'^^hat is this weary world ; this meat and drink, 
That chains us by the teeth so fast 1 

^^JV^hat is this woman-kind, which I can wink 

Into a blackness and distaste ? 

show thyself, &a 

"With one small sigh thou gayest me th' other day 

I blasted all the joys about me : 
^nd scowling on them as they pined away. 

Now come again, said I, and flout me. 
show thyself, &c. 

Nothing but drought and dearth, but bush and brake. 

Which way soever I look, I see. 
SSome may dream merrily, but when they wake. 

They dress themselves and come to thee. 
show thyself &c. 

We talk of harvests ; there are no such things, 
But when we leave our com and hay : 

There is no fruitful year, but that which brings 
The last and loved, though dreadful day. 
show thyself, &c. 

loose this frame, this knot of man untie, 
That my free soul may use her wing, 

Which now is pinion'd with mortality. 
As an entangled, hamper'd thing. 
show thyself, &c. 



W&at kste I ML tbtt I dioiild ste j and gro 
The BOift of Be to beaTen is fled : 

Ht AoQ^bfts sod jofs ire all jmc^'d up and 
And &r their old acgnaintance plead. 

Come* deazesl Ltxd, pass not this holy seasc 

Mj flcdi and bones and joints do praj 

And even mj Terse, wlien bj the rhyme anc 

The vwd is £Sbnr, sajs erer. Gome. 

show thyself to me. 

Or take me iqp to thee ! 



THB BRmSH CHURCH. 

I JOT, dear Mother, when I Tiew 
Thy perfect lineaments and hue 

Both sweet and bright : 
Beauty in thee takes up her place. 
And dates her letters from thy fsu^e. 

When she doth write. 

A fine aspect in fit array. 
Neither too mean, nor yet too gay. 

Shows who is best : 
Outlandish looks may not compare ; 
For all they either painted are, 

Or else undrest. 

She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all in hope to be 
By her preferred, 
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Hath kiss'd bo long her painted shrinea^ 
That even her face bj Idssmg shinea, 
For her reward. 

She in the yallej is so shy 

Of dressing, that her hair doth lie 

About her ears : 
While she ayoids her neighbour's pride, 
She wholly goes on th' other side, 

And nothing wears. 

But, dearest Mother (what those miss), 
The mean thy praise and glory ifif. 

And long may be. 
Blessed be God, whose love it was 
To double-moat thee with his grace. 

And none but thee. 



THE QUIP. 

The merry world did On a day 
With his train-bands and mates agree 
To meet together, where I lay. 
And all in sport to jeer at me. 

First, Beauty crept into a Rose ; 
Which when I pluck'd not, Sir, said she, 
Tell me, I pray, whose hands are those ? 
But thou shalt answer ^ Lord^ for me. 

Then Money came, and chinking still. 
What tune is this, poor man 1 said he : 
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I fcend in Muse joa had ddll : 
Bmt tiom dudt amgwer^ Lard, for me. 

Thok Gune bnre Gloij puffing bj 
In alks that vhistled, vho bnt he I 
He souroe aDow'd me half an eye : 
Bid ikom diaU oMSwer, Lord, far me. 

Then came qakk Wit and Conyersation, 
And he would needs a comfort be. 
And, to be short, make an oration. 
Bmi tkou shaU answer. Lard, far me. 

Yet when the hoar of thy design 
To answer these fine things shall come ; 
Speak not at laige, say, I am thine. 
And then they haye their answer home. 



VANITY. 

Poor silly soul, whose hope and head lies low ; 
Whose flat delights on earth do creep and grow : 
To whom the stars shine not so fair, as eyes ; 
Nor solid work, as false embroideries ; 
Hark and beware, lest what you now do measure, 
And write for sweet, prove a most sour displeasure. 
hear betimes, lest thy relenting 

May come to late ! 
To purchase heaven for repenting 

Is no hard rate. 
If souls be made of earthly mould, 
Let them love gold ; 
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If born on high, 
Let them unto their kindred fly : 
For they can never be at rest, 
Till they regain their ancient nest. 
Then silly soul, take heed ; for earthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 

THE DAWNING. 

^AjoB, sad heart, whom sorrow erer drowns : 
^ T^ake up thine eyes, which feed on earth, 
^fold thy forehead gathered into frowns : 

Thy Sayiour comes, and with him mirth : 

Awake, awake ; 
And with a thankful heart his comforts take. 

But thou dost still lament^ and pine, and cry ; 

And feel his death, but not his victory. 

Arise, sad heart ; if thou dost not withstand, 

Christ's resurrection thine may be : 
Do not by hanging down break from the hand. 

Which, as it riseth, raiseth thee : 

Arise, arise ; 
And with his burial-linen dry thine eyes. 

Christ lefl his grave-dothes, that we might, when grief 

Draws tears, or blood, not want a handkerchief. 

JESU. 

Jesu is in my heart, his sacred name 
Is deeply carved there : but the other week 
A great affliction broke the little frame. 
Even all to pieces ; which I went to seek : 

H 
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And first I found the comer where was J, 
After, where ES, and next where U was grayed. 
When I had got these parcels, instantly 
I sat me down to spell them, and perceived 
That to my broken heart he was / ease youy 
And to my whole is JESU. 



BUSINESS. 

Canst be idle ? canst thou play, 
Foolish soul who sinned to-day ? 

Rivers run, and springs each one 
Enow their home, and get them gone ; 
Hast thou tears, or hast thou none \ 



If, poor soul, thou hast no tears. 
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If he had not lired for thee, 
Thou hadst died tnost wretchedly ; 
And two deaths had been thy fee. 

lie 80 far thy good did plot, 
Tliat his own self he forgot 
Did he die, or did he not t 

If he had not died for thee, 
Thon hadst lived in misery. 
Two liyes worse than ten deaths be. 

And hath any space of breath 
'Twixt his sins and Sayiour a death ? 

He that loeeth gold, though dross, 
Tells to all he meets, his cross : 
Ho that sins, hath he no loss 1 

He that finds a silver rein, 
Thinks on it, and thinks again : 
Brings thy Saviour's death no gain ? 

Who in heart not ever kneels, 
Neither sin nor Saviour feels. 



DIALOGUE. 



EETEST Saviour, if my soul 
Were but worth the having, 
Quickly should I then control 
Any thought of waving. 
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Bat when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To thy wretch so full of stains ; 
What delight or hope remains ? 

What {Child), is the balance thine t 

Thine the poise and measure t 
If I say. Thou shoM he mine. 

Finger not my treasure. 
What the gains in having thee 
Do anumnt to, only lie, 
Who for man was sold, can see, 
That transfen^d the accounts to me. 

But as I can see no merit, 
Leading to this favour : 
So the way to fit me for it, 

Is beyond my sarour. 
As the reason then is thine ; 
So the way is none of mine : 
I disclaim the whole design : 
Sin disclaims and I resign. 

That is all, if that I could 

Get vnthaut repining ; 
And my clay my creature tvauld 

Follow my resigning : 
That as I did freely part 
With my glory and desert. 
Left all joys to feel all smart- 



Ah ! no more : thou break'st my heart 
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DULNESS. 

Wht do I languish thus, drooping and dull. 

As if I were all earth 1 
give me quickness, that I may with mirth 
Praise thee brimful ! 

The wanton lover in a curious strain 
Can praise his fairest fair ; 
And with gnain t metaphors her curled hair 
Curl o'er again : 

Thou art my loYeliness, my life, my light. 

Beauty alone to me : 
Thy bloody death and undeserred, makes thee 
Pure red and white. 

When all perfections as but one appear, 

That those thy form doth show. 
The Tery dust, where thou dost tread and go. 
Makes beauties here ; 

Where are my lines then 1 my approaches ? views ? 

Where are my window-songs ? 
Lovers are stiU pretending, and even wrongs 
Sharpen their Muse. 

But I am lost in flesh, whose sugar'd lies 
Still mock me, and grow bold : 
Sure thou didst put a mind there, if I could 
Find where it lies. 
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Lord, dear thj gift, that with a constant wit 

I may but look towards thee : 
Look onlj ; for to hve thee, who can be, 
What angel, fit ? 



LOVB-JOY. 

As on a window late I cast mine eje, 
I saw a Tine drop grapes with J and C 
AnneaFd on eyerj buncL One standing by 
Ask'd what it meant. I (who am neyer loth 
To spend mj judgment) said, it seem'd to me 
To be the body and the letters both 
Of Joy and Charity. Sir, jou have not missU 
The man replied ; It figures Jesus Chbist. 



PROVIDENCE. 

SACRED Providence, who from end to end 
Strongly and sweetly movest ! shall I write, 
And not of thee, through whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill 1 shall they not do thee right ? 

Of all the creatures both in sea and land. 
Only to Man thou hast made known thy ways, 
And put the pen alone into his hand. 
And made him Secretary of thy praise. 

Beasts fain would sing ; birds ditty to their notes; 
Trees would be tuning on their native lute 
To thy renown : but all their hands and throats 
Are brought to Man, while they are lame and muta 
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Man is the world's High Priest : he doth present 

The sacrifice for all; while they below 

Unto the service mutter an assent, 

Such as springs use that fall, and winds that blow. 

He that to praise and laud thee doth refrain, 
Doth not refrain unto himself alone. 
But robs a thousand who would praise thee fain ; 
And doth commit a world of sin in one. 

Tlie beasts saj. Eat me ; but, if beasts must teach. 
The tongue is jours to eat^ but mine to praise. 
The trees saj. Pull me : but the hand jou stretch 
Is mine to write, as it is jours to raise. 

Wherefore, most sacred Spirit, I here present 
For me and all mj fellows praise to thee : 
And just it is that I should paj the rent. 
Because the benefit accrues to me. 

We all acknowledge both thj power and loye 
To be exact, transcendent, and divine ; 
Who dost so stronglj and so sweetlj move, 
While all things have their will, jet none but thine. 

For either thj command, or thj permission 
Laj hands on all : thej are thj right and left : 
The first puts on with speed and expedition ; 
The other curbs sin's stealing pace and theft ; 

Nothing escapes them both : all must appear. 
And be disposed, and dress'd, and tuned bj thee. 
Who sweetlj temper'st all. If we could hear 
Thj skill and art, what music would it be ! 
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Thou art in small thiDga gi^at, not small in anj : 
Thy even praise can neither rise nor fall. 
Thou art in all things one^ in each thing manj : 
For thou art infinite in one and all 

Tempests are calm to thee, they know thy hand, 
And hold it fast, as children do their father's, 
Which cry and follow. Thou hast made poor mn& 
Check the proud sea^ even Tvhen it swells and gatliera. 

Thy cupboard sarres the world : the meat m set 
Where all may reacli : no beast but knows his feed 
Birds teach us hawking : fishes have their net : 
The great prey on the less^ they on some wecA 

Notliing engendered doth prevent liis meat ; 
Flies have their table spread^ ere tliey appear j 
Some creatures have in winter what to eat ; 
Others do sleep, and envy not their cheer. 

How finely dost thou times and seasons spin, 
And make a twist checkered with night and day ! 
Which as it lengthens, wiuds^ and winds ns in, 
As bowls go on, but turning all the way- 
Each creature hath a wisdom for his good. 
The pigeons feed their tender offspring crying, 
When they are callow ; but withtlraw their food. 
When they ai^a fledged, that need may teach tbcra flj 

Bees work for man ; and yet they never bruise 

Their master's flower, but leave it, having done, 

As fair as ever, and as fit to use : 

So both the flower doth stay, and honey run. 



THE CHUBCH. 121 

Sheep eat the grass, and dung the gronnd for more : 
Trees after bearing drop their leayes for soil : 
Springs rent their streams, and by expense get store : 
Clouds cool bj heat, and baths bj cooling boil. 

Who hath the virtue to express the rare 
And curious virtues both of herbs and stones ? 
Is there an herb for that 1 that thy care 
"Would show a root, that gives expressions ! 

And if an herb hath power, what have the stars 1 
A rose, besides his beauty, is a cure. 
Doubtless our plagues and plenty, peace and wars. 
Are there much surer than our art is sure. 

Thou hast hid metals : man may take them thence ; 
But at his peril : when he digs the place, 
He makes a grave : as if the thing had sense. 
And threaten'd man, that he should fill the space. 

Even poisons praise thee. Should a thing be lost ? 
Should creatures want, for want of heed, their due 1 
Since where are poisons, antidotes are most ; 
The help stands close, and keeps the fear in view. 

The sea, which seems to stop the traveller. 
Is by a ship the speedier passage made. 
The winds, who think they rule the mariner, 
Are ruled by him, and taught to serve his trade. 

And as thy house is full, so I adore 

Thy curious art in marshalling thy goods 

The hills with health abound, the vales with store ; 

The South with marble ; North with furs and woods. 
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Hard things are glorious ; easy things good cheap ; 
The commoa all men have ; that which ia rare, 
Men therefore seek to have, and care to keep. 
The healthy frosts with summer-fruits compare. 

Light without wind is glass : warm without weight 
Is wool and furs : cool without closeneaa, shade : 
Speed without pains, a horse : tall without height, 
A servile hawk : low without loss, a spade. 

All countries have enough to serve their need : 
If they seek fine things, thou dost make them run 
For their offence ; and then dost turn their speed 
To be commerce and trade from sun to sun. 



Nothing wears clothes, but Man ; nothing doth ni 
But he to wear them* Nothing useth fire^ 
But Man done, to show his heavenly breed : 
And only he hath fuel in desire. 

When th' earth was dry, thou madest a sea of wet : 
When that lay gathered, thou didst broach the mountaifl 
When yet some places could no moisture get, fl 

The winds grew gardeners, and the clouds good fouBm 

Rain, do not hurt my flowers ; but gently spend 
Your honey drops : press not to smell them here ; 
When they are ripe, their odour ^ill ascend, 
And at your lodging with their thanks appear. 

How harsh are thorns to pears I and yet they make 
A better hedge, and need less reparation. 
How smootli ai'e silksj compared with a stake, 
Or with a stone ! yet make no good fomadation. 
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Sometimes thou dost divide tlij gifts to man, 
Sometimes unite. The Indian nut alone 
Is dotMng, meat and trencher, drink and can, 
Boat, cable, sail and needle, all in one. 

Most herbs that grow in brooks, are hot and dry. 
Cold fruit's warm kernels help against the wind. 
The lemon's juice and rind cure mutuallj. 
The whej of milk doth loose, the milk doth bind 

Thj creatures leap not, but express a feast, 
'Where all the guests sit close, and nothing wants. 
Frogs many fish and flesh ; bats, bird and beast ; 
Sponges, nonsense and sense; mines, th' earth and plants. 

To diow thou art not bound, as if thy lot 
I Were worse than ours, sometimes thou shiftest hands. 

Most things move th' under-jaw ; the Crocodile not. 
I MoBt things sleep lying, th' Elephant leans or stands. 

But who hath praise enough ? nay, who hath any ? 
Kone can express thy works, but he that knows them ; 
And none can know thy works, which are so many. 
And 80 complete, but only he that owes them. 

An thmgs that are, though they have several ways. 
Yet in their being join with one advice 
To honour thee : and so I give thee praise 
In afl my other hymns, but in this twice. 

Eadi thing that is, although in use and name 
It go for one, hath many ways in store 
To honour thee ; and so each hymn thy fame 
EitoUeth many ways, yet this one more. 
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HOPK 



I GAVE to Hope a Watch of mine : but he 

An Anchor gave to me. 
Then an old Prajer-book I did present : 

And he an Optic sent. 

With that I gave a Phial full of tears : 
But he a few green ears. 

Ah, loiterer ! TU no more, no more 111 bring : 
I did expect a Ring. 



SINS ROUND. 

Sorry I am, my God, sorry I am, 

That my oflFences course it in a ring. 

My thoughts are working like a busy flame. 

Until their Cockatrice they hatch and bring : 

And when they once have perfected their draughts, 

My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 

My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 

Which spit it forth like the Sicilian hilL 

They vent the wares, and pass them with their faults 

And by their breathing ventilate the ill. 

But words suffice not, where are lewd intentions : 

My hands do join to finish the inventions : 

My hands do join to finish the inventions : 
And so my sins ascend three storeys high. 
As Babel grew, before there were dissensions. 
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fet ill deeds loiter not : for they supply 

Sfew thoughts of sinning ; \irherefore, to my shame, 

Sorry I am, my God, sorry I am. 



TIME. 

Meeting with Time, Slack thing, said I, 

Thy scythe is dull ; whet it for shame. 

No marvel. Sir, he did reply. 

If a at length desenre some blame : 
But where one man would hare me grind it, 
Twenty for one too sharp do find it. 

Perhaps some such of old did pass, 

Who above all things loved this life ; 

To whom thy scythe a hatchet was. 

Which now is but a pruning-knife. 
Christ's coming hath made Man thy debtor, 
Since by thy cutting he grows better. 

And in his blessing thou art blest : 

For where thou only wert before 

An executioner at best. 

Thou art a gardener now, and more. 
An usher to convey our souls 
Beyond the utmost stars and poles. 

And this is that makes life so long, 
While it detains us from our God. 
Even pleasures here increase the wrong : 
And length of days lengthen the rod. 

Who wants the place, where God doth dwell. 

Partakes abeady half of hell. 
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Of what strange lengUi must that needs be» 
Which even eternity excludes 1 
Thus far Time heard me patiently : 
Then chafing said^ This man deludes : 

What do I here before his door ? 

He doth not crave less time, but more. 



GRATEFULNESS. 

Thou that hast given so much to me, 
Give one thing more, a grateful heart 
See how thy beggar works on thee 

By art 

He makes thy gifts occasion more, 
And says. If he in this be crost. 
All thou hast given him heretofore 

Is lost. 

But thou didst reckon, when at first 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 
What it would come to at the worst 

To save. 

Perpetual knockings at thy door, 
Tears sullying thy transparent rooms. 
Gift upon gift ; much would have more, 

And comes. 

This notwithstanding, thou went'st on. 
And didst allow us all our noise : 
Nay, thou hast made a sigh and groan 

Thy joys. 
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Not that thou hast not still aboYO 
Much better tunes, than groans can make ; 
But that these countrj-airs thy lore 

Did take. 

Wherefore I ciy, and cry again ; 
And in no quiet canst thou be. 
Till I a thankful heart obtain 

Of thee : 

Not thankful, ^hen it pleaseth me : 
As if thy blessings had spare days : 
But such a heart, whose pulse may be 

Thy praise. 



PEACE. 

i^ET Peace, where dost thou dwell 1 I humbly crave. 
Let me once know. 
I sought thee in a secret cave. 

And ask'd, if Peace were there, 
hollow wind did seem to answer. No : 
Go seek elsewhere. 

did ; and going did a rainbow note : 
Surely, thought I, 
This is the lace of Peace's coat : 

I will search out the matter. 
it while I look'd, the clouds immediately 
Did break and scatter. 

len went I to a garden, and did spy 
A gallant flower, 
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The Crown Imperial : Sure, said I, 
Peace at the root must dwell. 
But when I digg'd, I saw a worm devour 
What showed so well 

At length I met a reverend good old man : 
Whom when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus began : 

There was a Prince of old 
At Salem dwelt, who lived with good increase 
Of flock and fold. 

He sweetly lived ; jet sweetness did not save 
His life from foes. 
But after death out of his grave 

There sprang twelve stalks of wheat: 
Which many wondering at^ got some of those 
To plant and set 

It prospered strangely, and did soon disperse 
Through all the earth : 
For they that taste it do rehearse, 
That virtue lies therein ; 
A secret virtue, bringing peace and mirth 
By flight of sin. 

Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
And grows for you ; 
Make bread of it : and that repose 

And peace, which every where 
With so much earnestness you do pursue. 
Is only there. 
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CONFESSION. 



OHj vLat a cunning giiest 
Is thi3 satno grief! within my heart I made 

Closets ; and in them many a chest ; 

And like a master in my trade, 
In those chests^ hoxes ; in each box, a till : 
Yet grief knows all, and enters when he will. 

No screw, no piercer can 
Into a piece of timber work and wind* 
As God's afflictious into man, 
TiVlicn he a torture hath designed. 
They are too subtle for the subtlest hearts i 
And falla like rheiims, upon the tcnderest parts. 

We are the earth ; and they, 
Like moles within us, heave, and cast about : 

And till they foot and clutch their prey, 
They never cool, muck less give out. 
No Smith can make such locks, but they have keys ; 
Closets are Halls to them ; and hearts, highwa) s. 

Only an open breast 
Doth shut them out, so that they cannot enter ; 
Or, if they enter, cannot rest, 
But quickly seek some new adventure. 
Smooth open hearts no fastening have ; but fiction 
Doth give a hold and handle to affliction. 



Lord, I acknowledge 



Wherefore my faults and sins, 

take thy plagues away 
I 
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For since confession pardon mii% 
I chaUeBge here the brightest day. 
The clcaiiest diamond : let them do their best, 
Tbej shaU be thick and doudj to my breast 



GIDDINESS, 

OHj what a thing is Man 1 how far from powcTj 

From settled peace and reat I 
He is some twentj seyeral men at least 
Each several hour. 

One while he counts of hearen, as of his treasure : 

But then a thought creeps in. 
And calk him coward, who for fear of sin 
Will lose a pleasure. 

Now he will fight it out, and to the wars ; 

Now eat his bread io peace* 
And snudge in quiet : now he scorns increase ;" 
Now all daj spares. 

He builds a house, which quickly down must go, 

As if a whii*lwind blew 
And crushed the building : and 'tis partlj truo^ 
His mind is so* 



Oh, what a sight were Man, if his attires 

Did alter with his mind ; 
And, like a Dolphin's skin, his dothes combined 
With his desires! 



Surely if e^h one saw another's heart, 
■ There would be no commerce, 

' No Sale or Bargain pass : all would dispersa, 
And lire apart 

Lord* mend or rather make us : one creation 

Will not suffice our turn : 
Exoept thou makG us daily, we shall epum 
Ooi* own salvation. 



THE BUNCH OP GRAPES. 
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» 



Joy, I did lock thee up : hut some bad man 
Hath let thee out again r 

And now, methinks^ I am where I began 

Seven years ago : one vogue and vein, 
One air of thoughts usurps my brain. 

'did toward Canaan draw ; but now I am 

Brought back to the Red Sea, the 8ea of shame. 

For as the Jews of old by God's command 
Traveirdj and saw no town ; 

So now each Christian hath his journeys spann'd : 
Their story pens and sets us down, 
A single deed is small renown. 

God's works are wide, and let in future times ; 

His ancient justice overflows our crimes. 



Then hare we too our guardian fires and clouds ; 

tOur Scripture-dew drops fast : 
re our sands and serpents, tents and shrouds ;- 
Alas 1 our murraurings come not last. 
But where s the cluster ? wliere s the taste 
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Of mme inheritance ? Lord, if I must borrovj 
Let me as well take up tbeir joj, as sorrow. 

Bat caB he want the grape, who hath the wine 1 

I have their frtiit, and more- 
Blessed be God, ^ho prober d Noah's Tine, 

And made it bring forth grapes good store. 

But much more Him I must adore, 
Who of the law's sour juice sweet wine did make, 
Even God himself, being pressed for my sake. 



LOVE UNKNOWN. 



Deae friend, sit down, the tale is long and sad t 
And in mj faintinga I presume TOnr Iotc 
Will more comply, than lielp. A Lord I had, 
And have, of whom some grounds, which may improTC 
I hold for two lives, and both lives in me. 
To him I brought a dish of fruit one day. 
And in the middle placed my heart. But he 

(I sigh to say) , 

Look'd on a servant, who did know his eye 
Better than you know me, or (which is one) 
Than I myself The servant instantly 
Quitting the fruit, seized on my heart alone 
And threw it in a font, wherein did fall 
A stream of blood, which issued from the side 
Of a great rock : I well remember all, 
And have good cause : there it was dipt and dye 
And washed, and wrung : the very wringing yet 
Enforccth tears. Your heart wmfoul^ I fear. 
Indeed 'tis true. I did and do commit 
Many a fault more than my lease will bear ; 
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^et still ask*d pardon, and T^as not denied* 
But jou shall bear. After mj heart was well, 
And clean and fair, as I one eyeu-tide 

I (I sigh to teU) 

"Walk'd by myself abroad, I saw a large 
And spacious furnace flaming, and tlicrcon 
A boiling caldron, round about whose ?6rgo 
Was in great letters set Affliction, 
The greatnesii showed the owner. So I went 
To fetch a sacrifice out of my fold, 
Thinking with that, which I did thus present, 

WTo warm his loYe, which I did fear gi^ew cold* 
But as my heart did tender it, the man 

-Who was to take it from me, slipt his hand, 

PAnd threw my heart into the scalding pan ; 
My heart, that brought it (do you understand 1), 
The offerer^s heart. Tour heart was hard, I fear* 
Indeed ^tis true. I found a callous matter 
Began to spread and to expatiate tliere : 
But with a richer drug, than scalding water, 
I bathed it often, eren with holy blood, 
Which at a board, while many drank bare wine, 

PA friend did steal into my cup for good, 
Even taken inwardly, and most divine 
To supple hardnesses. But at the length 
Out of the caldron getting, soon I fled 

pUnto my house, where to repair the strength 
Which I had lostj I hasted to my bed : 

tBut when I thought to sleep out all these faults, 
(I sigh to speak) 
1 found that some had stufF'd tlie bed with thoughts, 
I would say tkorm, Dear^ could my heart not break. 
When with my pleasures even my rest was gone ? 
I understood, who had been there : 
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For I Iiad gitea the key to none, but oot : 
It must be ha Tour hmtt wa$ duO^ I/oar^ 
Indeed & d^k and eleepj state of miDd 
Did oft posaefls ma, ao llist whm I pn/d, 
Thoqi^ mj Hpi vent, mj heart £d rtaj behial 
Bat all my scores wer^ by a&otber paid. 
Who took tba debt ttpoa hm. Trui^ Frimi^ 
For cuffht I AmTp ymr Master aioms to ym 
More fmmr ikam yim wot ijf. Mark the mi. 
The Font dSd aiily^ tt^at woe old, rmmmz 
The Caldron mppkd^ what was grawm too hwd: 
The Thame did qmdc&^ wkat wm grovm too dd: 
All did but strim to mend^ wftof pou had man^i 
Wherefore be ckee/d^ and praise him to tkefidl 
Bach day^ each hour^ each moment of the u?eeh 
Who fmn would have you be, mu^ tmider^ qmk 






MAN'S MEDLEY, 

Habe, how the birds do siog^ 
And woods do ring* 
All creaturea Imve their joy, and man hath hia 
Yet if we rightly measure, 

Man^s joy and pleasure 
H&thor hereaflber, than in present^ i& 

To this life things of sense 

Make their pretence ; 
In th' other Angels hare a right by birth : 
Man ties them both alone^ 

And makes them one. 
With th* one hand touching heaven, with the other eartl 
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In sool he mounta and flies, 
In flesh he dies. 
^0 wears a stuff Tv^hose thread is coarse and roirad. 
But trimra'd with curious lace. 
And should take place 
After the trimioiDgj not the stuff ^id ground* 

Not, that he may not here 
Taste of the eheer ; 
But as hirds drinkj and straight lift up their head ; 
So must he sip, and think 
Of better drink 
He may attain to, after he is dead* 

But as his joys are double. 
So is his trouble. 
He hath two winters^ other things but on^ ; 
Both frosts and thoughts do nip. 
And bite hia lip ; 
And he of all thin^ fears two deaths alone. 

Yet even the greatest griefs 
May be reliefSj 
Could he but take them right, and in their ways. 
Happy is he, whose heart 
Hath found the art 
To turn his double pains to double praise. 



THE STORM. 

Ip as the winds and waters here below 

Do fly and flow. 
My sighs and tears as busy were aboYe ; 
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Sure thej would move 
And much aSect tbee^ as tempestuous times 
Amaze poor mortals, and object their crimes. 

Stars Iiave their stormSj bybh in a high degree, 

As well as we. 
A throbbing conscience spiured bj remorse 

Hath a strange force : 
It quits the earthy and mounting more and morej 
Dares to assault thee, and besiege thy doon 

There it stands knocking, to thy music's wrong* ' 

And drowns the song. 
Glory and honour are set by till it 

An answer get. 
Poets have wTong'd poor storms : such days are be^t; 
They purge the air without, within the breast 



PARADISE, 



I BLESS thee, Lord^ because I GROW 
Among thy trees, which in a eoW 
To thee both fruit and order ow. 

What open force, or hidden charm 
Can blast my fruity or bring me haem. 
While the enclosure is thine arm! 



Enclose me still, for fear I start. 
Be to me rather sharp and TART, 
Than let me want thy hand and art. 



THE CHURCH* 

When thou dost greater judgments spare^ 
And mth thj knife but prune and pare. 
Even fruitful trees more fruitful are. 

Such sharpness shows the sweetest friend ; 
Such cuttiugs rather heal than rend : 
And such beginniogs touch their end. 
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THE METHOD. 

Poor heart, lament^ 
For since thy God refuseth stiU, 
There is some rub^ some discontent, 

Which cools his will 

Thy Father cotdd 
Quickly effect, what thou dost moyc ; 
For he is Power: and sure he would; 

For he is Love. 

Go search this thing. 
Tumble thy breast, and turn thy book 
If thou hadst lost a glove or ring, 

Wouldst thou not look 1 



What do I see 
Written above there ? Yesterday 
I did beliave me earekssly^ 

Wlien I did pray ^ 

And should God's ear 
To such indifferents chained be, 
Who do not their own motions hear ? 

Is God less free ? 
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BHilmjI n^^'s diem ! 

And Aoold GoA*s ear^ 
Wlich needs nol man, be tied to those 
Wba bear doI liim^ but quickl j bear 

His ntl^ fb^ ? 

Then ODoe more pmj : 
Down wilt thj kiiees^ ep with thy Toioe i 
Seek pardoii firsi, aod God will say, 

Giad isart, repic$. 



DIVDilTY. 



As men, for fear the stars should aleep aTid iiod* 
And trip at nighi» hare 3{4ieres suppiled ; 

As if a star were duller than a clod^ 

Which knows his way without a guide : 

Just 60 the other hearen they also serve, 

Dirinity's transcendent sky : 
Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve. 

Reason triumphs, and Faith Lies by. 

Could not that wisdom, which first hroacFd the wine 
Have thickened it with definitions ? 

And jagg*d his seamless coat, had that been fine, 
With curious questions and divisions ? 
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But all the doctrine, i»'hich he taught and gare, 

■ Was clear as heareii^ from ^^hence it came. 
RAt least those beams of truth, which only save, 

■ Surpasa in brigbtiiess auj flame. 

Zove God, and lm>e your neighbour. Waick and prat/. 

Do as you would'be done unto. 
1 dark instmctions, even as dark aa day t 
Who can these Gordiau knots undo 1 

But he doth hid m take his blood for wine. 

Bid what he please ; jet I am sure, 
[ To take and taste what be doth there design^ 

Is all that saves, and not obscure. 

Then bum thy Epicycles, foolish man ; 

Break all thy spheres, and saTe thy head ; 
Faith needs no staff of fleshy but stoutly can 

To Heaven alone both go^ and lead. 



EPHESIANS IV. 30. 

'* GBIETE KOT THE HOLT SPIEIT, " ETC. 

Akd art thou grieved, sweet and sacred Dove^ 
When I am sour, 
And cross thy Ioyc \ 
Grieved for me ? the God of strength and power 
Grieved for a worm, which when I tread, 
I pass away and leave it dead ? 

Tlien weep, mine eyes, the God of love doth grieve : 
Weep foolish hearty 
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And wecpiDg liTe ; 
For death is dry as dust- Yet if we part. 
End as the night, whose sable hue 
Your sins express ; melt into dew. 

When saucy Mirth shall knock or call at door. 
Cry out, Get hence, 
Or cry no more* 
Almighty God doth griete, he puts on sense ; 
I sin not to my grief alonCj 
But to my God's too ; he doth groan. 

take thy lute, and tune it to a strain, 
Which may with thee 
All day complain. 
There can no discord but in ceasing be- 

Marbles can weep ; and surely strings 
More bowels have, than such hard thiDgs. 

Lord, I adjudge rayself to tears and griefj 
Eyen endless tears 
Without relief 

If a dear spring for me no time forbears, 
But runs, although I be not dry ; 
I am no Crystal, what shall I ? 

Yet if I wail not still, since still to wail 
Nature denies ; 
And flesh would fail, 
If my deserts were masters of mine eyes : 

Lord, pardon, for thy Son makes good 
My want of tears with store of blood. 
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TUB FAMILY. 



What doth this noise of thoughts within my heart, 

As if they had a part I 

"What do these loud coaiplaints and pulling fears, 

As if there were no rule or ears t 

But, Lord, the house and familj are thine, 
Thongh some of them repinOp 
Turn out these isTanglcrSj which defile thy seat : 
For where thou dwelleat all is neat. 

First Peace and Silence all disputes control, 

Then Order plays the soul ; 
And giving all things their set forms and houra, 

Makes of wild woods sweet walks and bowers. 

Humble Obedience near the door doth stand. 

Expecting a command : 
Than whom in waiting nothing seems more slow, 
Nothing more quick when she doth go. 

Joys oft are there, and griefs as oft as joys ; 

But griefs without a noise : 
Yet speak they louder, than distemper* d fears : 
What is so shrill as silent tears ? 

ThiB is thy house, with these it doth abound : 
And where these are not found. 
Perhaps thou comest sometimes, and for a day ; 
But not to make a constant stay. 
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THE SIZK 

CoKTKNT tliee, greedf heart 
Hodest and moderate jots to tliose, that hare 
Title to more hereafter when thej part, 
Are passing brave. 
Let ih* ^pper spriDgs into the low 
Beaoend and faU, and thou dost flow* 

What though mme hare a fraught 
Of dofea and nutmegs, and in cinnamon mil ? 
If thou hast wherewithal to spice a draughty 
When griefs prcTail, 
And for the futtire time art heir 
To th' Isle of Spioes, is*t not fair ! 

To be in both worlds full 
Is more than God was, who was hun^j here, 
Woul<kt thou his laws of fasting disannul 1 
Enact good cheer 1 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to save it 1 
Wouldst thon both eat thy cake, and hare it! 

Great joys are all at once ; 
But little do reserve themselves for more : 
Those have their hopes ; these m hat they have renounc 
And live on score : 
Those are at home ; these journey still. 
And meet the rest on Stones hill. 



Thy Saviour sentenced joy, 
And in the flesh eondemn'd it as unfit, 
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At least in lump : for such doth oft destroj; 
Whereas a bit 
Doth 'tice us on to hopes of more^ 
And for the present health restore* 

A Christian's state and case 
Is not a corpulent, but a thin and spare, 
Yet active strength : whose long and bony face 
Content and care 
Do sei3in to equally diYide, 
I^e a pretender^ not a bride. 

Wherefore sit down, good heart ; 

Grasp not at much, for fear thon losest all. 

If comforts fell according to desert^ 

They would great frosts and sqows destroy : 
For we should count, Since the last joy. 

Then close again the seam, 
Which thou hast open'd ; do not spread thy robe 
In hope of great things. Call to mind thy dream^ 
An earthly globe. 
On whose meridian was engraven, 
These Seas are tears^ and Heaven the haven. 



ARTILLERY, 



As I one evening sat before my cell, 
Methought a star did shoot into my lap. 
I roee, and shook my clothes, as knowing well, 
That from small fires comes oft no small mishap 
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When suddenly I heard 000 say. 
Do OB thou mest, disobey, 
Eirpel ^Qod motions from thy breast^ 
Which have ihface offir§^ bui end in rmL 

Ij who had heard of music in the spheres. 
But not of speech in stars, hegan to muse : 
But turning to my God, whose muiisters 
The stars and all things are ; If I refuse, 

Dread Lord, said I, so oft my good ; 
Then I refuse not even with blood 
To wash away my stubborn thought : 
For I will do, or suffer what I ought 

But I have also stars and shooters too, 

Bom where thy servants both artilleries use* 

My tears and prayers night and day do woo, 

And work up to thee ; yet thou dost refuse. 

Not but I am {I must say still) 

Much more obliged to do thy will, 

Than thou to grant mine : but because 

Thy promise now hath even set thee thy laws. 

Then we are shooters both, and thou dost deip 
To enter combat with us, and contest 
With thine own clay- But I would parley fain : 
Shun not my arrows;, and behold my breast. 

Yet if thou shunnest, I am thine : 

I must be so, if I am mine. 

There is no articUng with thee : 
I am but finite, yet thine infinitely- 
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CHURCIMENTS AND SCHISMS. 

Bhate rose, (alas !) ^here art thou ? in the chair. 
Where thou didst lately so triumph and shine, 
A "worm doth sit, T^'hose many feet and Iiair 
Are the more foul, the more thou m crt diviue. 
This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 
And bottom of the leaves ; i^hich when the wind 
Did once perceive, it blew them under foot, 
Where rade unhaHow'd steps do crusli and grind 
Their beauteous glories. Only slireds of thee, 
And those all bitten, in thy chair I see. 

Why doth my Mother blush ? is she the rose. 
And show^s it so ? Indeed Christ s precious blood 
Gave you a colour once ; which when your foes 
Thought to let out, the bleeding did }'ou good, 
And made you look much fresher than before. 
But when debates and fretting jealousies 
Did worm and work within you more and more, 
Your colour faded, and calamities 

Turned your ruddy into pale and bleak ; 

Your health and beauty both began to break. 

Then did your sereral parts unloose and start : 
AVhich when your neighbours saw. like a north wind 
They rushed in^ and cast them in the dirt 
Where Pagans tread. Mother dear and kind, 
Where shall I get me eyes enough to weep. 
As many eyes as stars ? since it is night, 
And much of Asia and Europe fast asleep, 
And even all A/rick ; would at least I might 
With these two poor ones lick up all the dew. 
Which falls by night, and pour it out for you 1 
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jusncK 

ssiADrn. Josdce, vhat a firi^t and terror 
WaslUioaofold, 
inienSmand Error 
Did diOY and shape thy looks to me, 
And tkran^ their ^ass discolour thee ! 
He thai did but kxik up, vas proud and bold 

The dishes <^ thy balanoe seem'd to gape, 

like t«t> great pits ; 

The beam and 8ci4pe 

Did like some tottmng engine show : 

Thy hand aboTe did bom and glow, 

Dannting the stoatest l^arte, the proudest wits. 

But now that Christ's pmre Teil presents the sight, 
I see no fears : 
Thy hand is white. 
Thy scales like buckets, which attend 
And interchangeably descend. 
Lifting to heaven firom this well of tears. 

For whero before thou still didst call on me. 
Now I still touch 
And harp on thee. 
God's promises have made thee mine : 
Why should I justice now decline 1 
Against me thero is none, but for me mucL 



THE CHUHCH. 



147 



THE PILGRIMAGE. 

I TRAVELLED 00, Seeing the hill, where lay 
My eipectation. 
A long it was and weary way. 
The gloomy ca?e of DeBperatioa 
I left on the one, and on the other side 
The rock of Pride. 

And 80 I came to Fancy's meadow strew'd 
With many a flower : 
Pain would I here haye made abodCj 
But I was quicken'd by the hour. 
So to Cares copse I came^ and there got through 
With much ado. 

That led me to the wild of Passion ; which 
Some call the wold ; 
A wasted place, but sometimes rich. 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold, 
SaTe one good Angel, which a friend had tied 
Close to my side. 

At length I got unto the gladsome hill, 
Where lay my hope> 
Where lay my heart ; and climbing still, 
When I had gain'd the brow and top, 
A lake of brackish waters on the ground 
Was all I found. 



With tiiat abash'd and struck with many a sting 

Of swarming fears, 
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I fell, and cried, Alas ! my King ; 
Can both the vaj and end be tears ? 
Y^ taking heart I rose, and then perceived 
I was deoeiyed : 

M J hiU was farther : so I flung awaj, 
Trt heard a crj 
Just as I wmt, Ncm goes that way 
Andlwes: K that be all, said I, 
After so foul a journey death is &ir. 
And but a diair. 



THE HOLD-PAST. 

I thbeaten'd to obsenre the strict decree 

Of my dear Grod with all my power and might : 




THE CHUECH. 



149 



COMPLAININa 



Do not beguile my heart, 

Because thou art 
My poorer and wisdom. Put me not to shame, 

Beca.use I am 
Thy cky that weeps, thy dust that calls. 

Thou art the Lord of glory ; 

The deed and story 
Are both thy due : but I a silly fly. 

That live or die, 
According as the weather falls. 

Art thou all justice, Lord ? 

Shows not thy word 
"Sore attributes ? Am I all throat or eye> 

To weep or cry 1 
Hare I oo partii but those of grief 1 

Let not thy wrathM power 

Afflict my hour, 
My inch of life : or let thy gracious power 

Contract my hour, 
That I may climb and find reliat 



im 
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THE DISCHARGE- 



Bust inqmring hearty what wouldst thou know ? 

Why dost thou prj, 
Aod tuniy and leer, aDd with a licorous oya 
Loot high and low ; 
And in thj lockings stretch and grow I 

Hast thon not made thj cotintSi and summed tip al! 1 

Did not thy heart 
Give ap the whole, and with the whole depart 1 
Let what will fall : 
That which is past who can recall ! 

Thy life is God*s, thy time to conae is gone. 

And is his right. 
He is thy night at noon : he is at night 

Thy noon alone. 
The crop is his, for he hath sown. 

And well it was for thee, when this hefell, 

That God did make 
Thy hnsiness his, and in thy life partake : 
For thou canst tell. 
If it be his once, all is welh 

Only the present is thy part and fee. 

And happy thon, 
If^ though thou didst not beat thy futiu^ braw. 

Thou coiddst well see 
What present things required of thee. 
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They ask enough ; why ehouldst thou further go t 

Raise not tlie mud 
Of future depths, but drink the clear and good* 
Dig not for woe 
In times to come ; for it will grow. 

Man and the present fit : if he proride, 

He breaks the square. 

This hour is mine : if for the neit I care» 
I grow too wide. 
And do encroach upon death's side t 

For death each hour environs and surrounds, 

lie that would know 
And care for fiiture chances, cannot go» 
Unto those grounds, 
But through a Churchyard which them bounds. 

Things present shrink and die : but they that spend 

Their thoughts and sense 
On future giief, do not remove it thence. 
But it extend, 
And draw the bottom out an end- 

lod chains the dog till night : wilt loose the chain. 

And wake thy sorrow I 
Wilt thou forestall it, and now grieve to-morrow. 
And then again 
GrieTe over freshly all thy pain I 

Either grief will not come : or if it must, 

Do not forecast : 
And while it cometh, it is almost past 

Away distrust ; 
My God hath promised ; he is just 
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PRAISE. 

Bjno of gloiy, King of peace, 
I will love thee : 

And that lore may never cease, 
I will more thee. 

Thou hast granted mj request, 

Thou hast heard me : 

Thou didst note my working breast, 
Thou hast spared me. 

Wherefore with my utmost art 

I will sing thee. 
And the cream of all my heart 

I will bring thee. 

Though my sins against me cried, 
Thou didst clear me ; 

And alone, when they replied, 

Thou didst hear me. 

Seren whole days, not one in seren, 
I will praise thee. 

In my heart, though not in heayen, 
I can raise thee. 

Thou grew'st soft and moist with tears, 

Thou relentedst 
And when Justice calFd for fears. 

Thou dissentedst. 
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Small it is^ in this poor sort 
To enrol tlioe : 

Even eteraity is too short 
To extol thee. 



AN OFFERING. 
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Come, bring thy gift. If blessings were as slow 
As men s returns, what would become of fools 1 
What hast thou there 1 a heart ? but is it pure 1 
Search well and see ; for hearts have many holes* 
Yet one pure heart is nothing to bestow : 
In Christ two natures met to be thy cure, 

that within us hearts had propagation, 

Since many gifts do challenge many hearts ! 

Yet one, if good^ may title to a number ; 

And single things grow fruitful by deserts. 

In public judgments one may be a nation, 

And fence a plague^ while others sleep and slumber. 

But all I fear is, lest thy heart displease, 
As neither good, nor one : so oft divisions 
Thy lusts have made, and not thy lusts alone ; 
Thy pasifions also have their set partitions. 
These parcel out thy heart : recover these, 
And thou raay'st offer many gifts in one. 

There is a balsam, or mdeed a blood, 
Dropping from heaven, which doth both cleanse and close 
All sorts of wounds ; of such strange force it is» 
Seek out this AU-heal, and seek no repose, 
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1jbe2 Ak €■!. ad ne ilto di j good : 

: iftj gift ; aid lei dij hymn be this : 



Sdcx 

Ito ^Udn e a , 
liovdr ^km doEl coBieft* 

Oaocei* 

WkillkM liasi kq>t, 
As%dbedeseit. 

Hadlmnj, 

HadlaiiT 
(For ikii knot is none). 

An Ycre thine 

And none of mine, 
Sordf thine ilone. 

Yet thy &TOQr 
M aj gire saTOor 

To thb pow oblation ; 
And it raise 
To be th J pndse. 

And be mj satratiiML 



LONGma 

With sick and famish'd ejes, 
With doubling knees and weary bones, 
To thee my cries, 
To thee my groans, 
To thee my sighs, my tears ascend : 

No end? 




r 
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Mj throat, my soul is lioarse ; 

My heart is withered like a ground 

"ftTiich thou dost curse. 

My thoughts turn round. 

And make me giddy : Lord, I fall 

Yet call 

From thee all pity flows. 
Mothers are kind, because thou art« 
And dost dispose 
To them a part : 
Their infantSj them ; and they suck thee 

More free. 

Bowels of pity, hear I 
Lord of my soul, love of my mind* 
Bow down thine ear ! 
Let not the wind 
Scatter my words, and in the same 

Thy name 1 

Look on my sorrows round I 
Maxk well my furnace 1 what flames, 
What heats abound I 
What griefs, what Bhames I 
Consider, Lord ; Lord, how thine ear, 

And hear I 



Lord Jesu, thou didst bow 
Tliy dying head upon the tree : 
be not now 
More dead to me ! 
Lord, hear I ShcUl he thai made tlie ear 

Not hear? 
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BfhoH, % &SI doth sttr ; 
it o^Kpi^ it aitos at tbee : 
Wat Aaa defer 
To w o cow me, 
pf diH^ 'vlusretii each ^ftunii 
StkjB, Come ! 

To Aee kd|i qipeftmii& 
HmI Ah kft an tfaiags ta their oootBe, 
AAdtaadAe mas 
Upon die hoiae t 
iadbelfd! bnii m nner^s plea 

No key ? 

lodeed tlie world's th? book, 
W1m« all iim^ lia?€ their leaf assigned ; 
Tel m aieek look 
Hath interiiiied. 
tliT board b fiilly jet humble gnaata 

Find nests* 



TfaoQ tamest while I die. 
And fall to nothing : thou dost reign. 
And rule on Ugh, 
AVhile I remain 
In bitter grief: jet am I stjled 

ThjchUd 

Land, didst thou leave thy throue, 
Not to relieve 1 how can it be, 
That thou art grown 
Thus hard to me 1 
Were sin alive, good cause there were 

To bear. 
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Bat now both Sin is dead, 
And all thy promiBes live and bide. 
That wants Im head ; 
These speak and chide, 
And in thj bosom pour my tears, 

As theirs. 

Lord Jesu, hear my heart, 
Which hath been broken now so long, 
That every part 
Hath got a tongue ! 
Thy beggars grow ; rid them away 

To-day- 

My lore, my sweetness, hear I 
By these thy feet, at ^kich my heart 
Lies all the year, 
Plnck out thy dart, 
And heal my troubled breast which cries, 

Which dies* 
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THE BAa 



AwiY despah* ; ray gracious Lord doth hear. 
Though winds and wares assault my keel 
He doth preserve it : he doth steer, 
Even when the boat seems most to reel. 
Storms are the triumph of his art ; 

Well may he close his eyes, but not his heart. 

Hast thou not heard, that my Lord Jesus died 1 
Then let me tell thee a strange story. 
The God of power, as he did ride 
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In his majestic robes of glory, 
Resolved to light ; and so one day 
He did desoind, undresging all the way- 

The stars his tire of light and rings obtained, 
Thcs cloud his bow, the fire his spear. 
The sky his azure mantle gaiu'A 
And when they ask'd, what he would wear; 
He smiled, and said as he did go, 

He had new* clothes a making here below. 

When he was come, as travellers are wont* 

He did repair unto an inn. 

Both then, and after, many a brant 

He did endure to cancel sin : 

And having given the rest before, 
Here he gave up his life to pay our score. 

But as he was returning, there came one 
That ran upon him with a spear. 
He, who came hither all alone^ 

Bringing nor man, nor arms, nor fear, 
Received the blow upon his side. 
And straight he turned, and to his brethren crie 

If ye have any thing to send or write 
(I have no bag, but here is room) 
Unto my Father^s hands and sight, 
(Believe me) it shall safely come- 
That I shall mind^ what you impart ; 

Look, yon may put it very near my heart. 

Or if hereafter any of my friends 

Will use me in this kind, the door 
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Shall Btill be open ; what he eenda 
I will present, and somewhat more. 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will conTey 
Anything to me. Hark despair, away. 



THE JEWS. 
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PooE nation, whose sweet sap and juice 
Our scions have pnrloin'd, and left you dry : 
Whose streams we got by the Apostles' sluice^ 
And use in baptism, while ye pine and die : 
Who by not keeping once, became a debtor ; 

And now by keeping lose the letter : 



that my prayers ! mine, alas I 
that some Atigel might a trumpet sound : 
At which the Church falling upon her face 
Should cry so loud, until the trump were drown'dj 
And by that cry of her dear Lord obtain, 

That your sweet sap might come again ! 



THE COLLAR, 



I STEUCK the board, and cried, No more ; 

I will abroad* 
What 1 shall I ever sigh and pine 1 
My lines and life are free ; free as the road, 
lioose as the wind, as large as store. 

Shall I be still in suit ? 
Have I no harvest but a thorn 
To let me blood, and not restore 
What I have lost with cordial fruit I 
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Sure there was wine» 
Before mj aghs did dtj it : there wm corn, 
Before my tears did drown it 
Is the year odIj lost to me 1 

Hare I no bays to crown it I 
No flowers^ no ^o'lands gay ? all blasted ? 
All wwted! 
Not so, mj heart : but tliere is firait. 
And thou hast handa 
RecoTer all thy sigh-blown age 
Oo doitble pleasnres : leave thy cold dispute 
Of what is^» and not : forsake thy cage. 

Thy rope of sands, 
Which petty thoughts hare made, and made to ftee 
Good cable, to enforce and draw. 

And be thy law. 
While thou didst wink and wouldst not sec. 
Away ; take heed : 
I will abroad. 
Call in thy death's-head there : tie up thy fearsi 
He that forbears 
To suit and serve his need. 
Deserves his load. 
But as I raved and grew more fierce and wild 
At every word, 
Methooght I heaixl one calling. Child: 
Aud I replied. My Lord. 
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Whithee away delight 1 
Thou earnest but now ; wilt thou so soon depart, 
Aod give me up to-night I 



For manj weeks of lingering pain and smart 
But ooe half hour of cooifort for my heart ? 




Me thinks delight should have 
More skill in music, and keep better time. 

IfVert thou a wind or wavej 
They quickly go and come with lesser crime : 
Flowci'21 look about, and die not in their prime* 

Thy short abode and stay 
Feeds not, hut adds to the desire of meat. 

lime begg'd of old (they say) 
A neighbour spring bo cool his inward heat ; 
Which by the spring's access grew much more great 

In hope of thee my heart 
Piti'd here and there a crumb, and woidd not dio ; 

But constant to his part, 
When as mj fears foretold this, did reply, 
A slender thread a gentle guest will tie* 

Yet if tlio heart that wept 
Must let thee go, return when it doth knock. 

Although thy heap be kept 
For future times, the droppings of the stock 
May oft break forth, and never break the lock. 

If I hare more to spin. 
The wheel shall go, so that thy stay bo short* 

Thou know'st how grief and sin 
Disturb the work. make me not their sport* 
Who by thy coming may be made a Court I 
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THE TEMPLE- 



ASSURANCE 



SPiTEFOL bitter thought ! 
Bitterly spiteful thought ! Couldst thou invent 
So high a torture ? Is such poison bought t 
Doubtless, but io the waj of punishment. 
When wit contriyes to meet with thee. 
No such rank poison can there he. 

Thou saidst but even now, 
That all was not so fair, as I conceived, 
Betwixt my God and me ; that I allow 
And coin large hopes ; butj that I was deceived : 

Either the league was broke, or near it ; 

And, that I had great cause to fear it. 

And what to this 1 what more 
Could poison, if it had a tongue, express ! 
What is thy aim ? wouldst thou unlock the door 
To cold despairs, and gnawing pensiveness 1 

Wouldst thou raise devils 1 I see, I know, 

I writ thy purpose long ago* 

But I will to my Father, 
Who heard thee say it. most gracious Lord, 
If all the hope and comfort that 1 gather, 
Were frora myself, I had not half a word. 

Not half a letter to oppose 

What is objected by my foes. 
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^^F But ttou art mj desert : 
P And in tliis League* which now my foes invade. 
Thou art not only to perform thy part, 
But also mine ; as when the league w as made. 
Thou didst at once thyself indite, 
And hold my hand, while I did write. 
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Wherefore if thou canst fail, 
Then can thy truth and I : but while rocks stand. 
And riTers stir, thou canst not shrink or quail : 
Yea, when both rocks and all things shall disband, 
Then shalt thou be my rock and tower. 
And make their ruin praise thy power. 

Now foolish thought go on. 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
To hide thy shame : for thou hast cast a bone, 
Which bounds on thae, and will not down thy throat* 

What for itself love once began, 

Now love and truth will end in man. 



THE CALL 

Come, my Way, my Truth, my Life 
Such a Way, as gives us breath : 
Such a Truth, as ends all strife : 
Such a Life, as killeth death* 



Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength 
Such a Light, as shows a feast: 
Such a Feast* as mends iu length : 
Such a Strength, as makes his guest. 



m*miFii& 



Oome, mj Joy* my Loto, my Heart : 
Sndi m Jojr^ as none can moTo : 
Satk a Lore, as mme can part : 
Smk a Hearty as jojs in loTa. 



CLASPING OP HANDa 



Lqeb, thou art mine, and I am tlune. 
If mine 1 am : and thine much more» 
Ulan I or cm^ti or can be mine. 
Yet to be thine, doth me restore ; 
So tbat again I now am mine, 
And wiUi adfantage mine the more. 
Since this being mine, brings with it thine, 
And thou with me doat thee restore* 
If I without thee would be mine, 
I neitlier should be mine nor thine. 

Lord, I am thioe^ and thou art mine : 
So mine thou art, that something more 
I may presume thee mine, than thine- 
For thou didst suffer to restore 
Not thee» but me, and to be mine : 
And with advantage mine the more. 
Since thou in death wast none of thine. 
Yet then as mine didst me restore. 

be mine still ! still make me thine ; 

Or rather make no Thine and Mine ! 
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PRAISE, 



Lord, I will mean and speak thy praise, 

Thj praiae alone. 
Mj busy heajt shall spin it all my day& : 

And when it stops for want of store^ 
Then will I wring it with a sigh or groan, 

That thou ma/st yet hare mcnre. 

When thou dost fayour any action, 
It rons, it flies : 
All things concur to give it a perfection. 

That which had but two legs before. 
When thou dost Uess^ hath twelve : one wheel doth rise 

To twenty then, or more. 

But when thou dost on business blow. 

It hangs, it clogs : 
Not all the teams of Albion in a row 

Can hale or draw it out of door. 
Legs are but stumps, and Pharaoh's wheeh but logs, 

And struggling hinders more. 

Thousands of things do thee employ 

In ruling all 
This spacious Qlobe : Angels must have their joy, 

Devils their rod, the sea his shore, 
The winds their stint : and yet when I did call. 

Thou heardst my call, and more. 
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r iMnd m bottle there 
far tlie poor) 
jtt of m aiie 



Ofa 



iit iSfiL m drop 
FniH Aj T%ht eje 
hi^p Eka sHeameis near the top 
'Ckmnk, to dbov the sore 
e irlic^ ikpB oQee didal try), 
» fid, mud more. 



I mm^ Tel mee mr heart. 

no«IB^ pran'd, nms ihin ; 
All I vi^ vne olfcer bevts cooveri, 

Aid so tike ip live good store : 
Hnl to &j diesto tfc«ie might be coming in 
Botb «U mj pnise, ind more I 



JOSEPH^S COAT. 



Wounded 1 ang, lomiented I indite^ 
Thrown doTn I fall into a bed, and rest : 
Sorrow hath changed its note : such is His will 
Who changeth all things, as him pleaseth best. 

For welt he knows, if but one grief and smart 
Among my many had his full career, 
Sure it would carry with it eTcn my heart, 
And both would nm until they found a bier 
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To fetch the body ; both being due to grief. 
But he hath spoiled the race ; and given to anguish 
One of Jo/s coats^ 'ticing it with relief 
To linger in me, and together languish. 

I live to show his power, who once did bring 
Mjjoys to weepy and now my griefs to sing. 



THE PULLEY. 

When God at first made man, 
Having a glass of blessings standing by ; 
Let us (said he) pour on him all we can : 
Let the world's riches, which dispersed lie, 

Contract into a span. 

So strength first made a way ; 
Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, pleasure : 
When almost all was out, God made a stay. 
Perceiving that alone, of all his treasure. 

Rest in the bottom lay. 

For if I should (said he) 
Bestow this jewel also on my creature. 
He would adore my gifts instead of me. 
And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature : 

So both should losers be. 

Yet let him keep the rest. 
But keep them with repining restlessness : 
Let him be rich and weary, that at least. 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 

May toss him to my breast. 
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THE TEMPLE. 



THE PRIESTHOOD, 

Blest Order, M^liich in power dost so excel. 
That with the one hand thou Itftest to the dty, 
And with the other throwest down to hell, 
In thy just censures ; fain would I draw nigh ; 
Fain put thee on, exchanging my laj-sword 
For that of the holy Woixi 

But thou art fire, sacred and hallow'd fire ; 
And I but earth and clay : should I presume 
To wear thy habit, the sevei-^ attire 
My slender compositions might consume* 
I am both foul and brittle, much unfit 
To deal in holy Writ. 

Yet have I often seen, by cimuiog hand 
And force of fire, what curious things are made 
Of wretched earth. Where once I scorn*d to standi 
That earth is fitted by the fire and trade 
Of skilful Artists, for the boards of those 
Who make the bravest shows. 



But since those great ones, be they ne'er so great. 
Come from the earth, from whence those vessels ooine ;] 
So that at once both feeder^ dish, and meati 
Have one beginning and one final sum : 
I do not greatly wonder at the sight> 
If earth in earth deUght, 

But the holy men of God such vessels are, 
As serve him up, who all the world commands. 
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When Ood vouchsafeth to become our fare, 
Their hands convey him, who coDTejs their hands : 
what pure things^ most pure must those things be, 
Who bring my God to me ! 

Wherefore I dare not» I, put forth mj hand 
To hold the Ark, although it seem to shake 
Through th' old sins and new doctrines of our land. 
Onlj, since God doth often yessels make 
Of lowlj matter for high uses meet, 
I throw me at his feet. 

There will I lie» until my Maker seek 
For some mean stuff whereon to show his skill : 
Then is my time. The distance of the meek 
Doth flatter power. Lest good come short of ill 
In praising might, the poor do by submission 
What pride by opposition. 



THE SEARCH. 



Whithbb, 0, whither art thou fled, 

My Lord, my love ? 
My searches are my daily bread ; 

Yet never prove. 

My knees pierce th' earth, mine eyes the sky 

And yet the sphere 
And centre both to me deny 

That thou art there. 
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Tet cui I mark how herbs below 

Grow green and gay ; 

As if to meet thee the j did know. 
While I decay. 

Yet can I mark how stan aboye 

Simper and shine, 

As haTBDg keys onto thy lore, 

Wlale poor I pine. 

I sent a si^ to seek thee ont^ 

Deep drawn in pain, 

Wing'd like an arrow : bnt my scout 
Returns in yain. 

I turned another (haying store) 

Into a groan, 

Because the search was dumb before : 
But all was one. 

Lord, dost thou some new fabric mould 
Which favour wins. 

And keeps thee present, leaving th' old 
Unto their sins ? 

Where is my God ? what hidden place 
Conceals thee still ? 

What covert dare eclipse thy face 1 
Is it thy will ? 

let not that of any thing : 

Let rather brass. 

Or steel, or mountains be thy ring. 
And I will pass. 
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Thj will such an intrenching is, 

As passeth thought : 

To it all strength, all subtilties 

Are things of nought. 

Thy will such a strange distance is, 

As that to it 
East and West touch, the poles do kiss, 

And parallels meet. 

Since then my grief must be as laige 

As is thy space. 
Thy distance f5rom me ; see my charge. 

Lord, see my case. 

take these bars, these lengths, away ; 

Turn, and restore me : 
Be not Almighty, let me say, 

Againsty but /or me. 

When thou dost turn, and wilt be near: 
What edge so keen, 

What point so piercing can appear 

To come between ? 

For as thy absence doth excel 

All distance known : 

So doth thy nearness bear the bell. 

Making two one. 
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TttB TESIPLK. 



QRIEF. 

WHO will give me tears ? Come, all je spring 
Dwell in mj head and eyes : come, clouds, and i 
My grief hath need of all the watery things, 
That Nature hath produced. Let every vein 
Suck up a river to supply mine eyes* 
My weary weeping eyes too dry for me, 
Unless they get new conduits, now supplies, 
To bear them out, an J with my state agree 
What are two shallow fords, two little g pouta 
Of a less world 1 the greater is but small, 
A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubtJ^ 
Which want provision in the midst of all^ 
Verses, ye are too fine a things too wise 
For my rough sorrows : cease, be dumb and mute," 
Give up your feet and mnning to mine eycs^ 
And keep your measures for some lover's lute, 
Whose grief allows him music and a rhyme : 
For mine excludes both measure, tunc, and time. 
Alas, my God ! 



THE CROS& 



What is this strange and uncouth thing 
To make me sigh, and seek, and faint, and die, 
Until I had some place, where I might sing 

And serve thee ; and not only I, 
But all my wealth, and family might combine 
To set thy honour up, as our design ? 
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And then when after much delay, 
Much wrestling, many a combat, thia dear end, 
So much desired, ia giTeu, to take away 

My power to seirc thee : to uubeod 
All my abilities^ my designs confound^ 
And lay my tJireatonings bleeding on the gixjuod* 

One ague dwelleth in my hones. 
Another in my soul (the memory 
What I would do for thee, if once my ^'oans 

Could be allowed for harmony); 
I am in all a weak disabled thing, 
Sare in the sight thereof, where strength doth Bting« 

Besides^ things sort not to ray will. 
Even when my will doth study thy renown : 
Thou tura"Bt the edge of all things on me still, 

Taking me up to throw mc down : 
So that, even when my liopcs seem to be sped, 
J am to grief abve^ to them as dead. 

To have my aim, and yet to be 
farther from it than when I bent my bow : 
To make my hopes mj torture, and the fee 

Of all my woes another woe, 
Ts in the midst of dclicates to need, 
Lnd even in Paradise to be a weed. 



All, my dear Father, case my smart ! 
lese contrarieties cmdi me : these cross actions 
)o wind a rope about, and cut my heart : 

And yet since these thy contradictions 
Are properly a Cross felt by thy Son, 
With but four words, my words, Thtf will be done. 



in 



THE TEMPLB, 



THE FLOWER. 

How fresh, Lord, liow sweet and clean 
Are thy returns ! even as the flowers id spring ;" 

To wMchj besides their own demean. 
The late-past frosts tributes of pleasure bring. 
Grief melts away 
Like snow in May, 
As if there were no such cold thing. 

Who would have thought my shrirell'd heart 
Could have recovered greenness ? It was gone 

Quite under gronnd ; as flowers depart 
To see their Mother-root, when they have blown 
Where they together 
All the hard weather, 
Dead to the world, keep house unknown. 

These are thy wonders, Lord of power. 
Killing and qnickeuing, bringing down to hell 

And up to heaven io an hour ; 
Making a chininig of a passing hell 
We say amiss, 
This or that is : 
Thy Word is all, if we could spelL 

that 1 once past changing were. 
Fart in thy Paradise, where no flower can wither I 

Many a spring I shoot up fain 
Offering at heaven, growing and groaning thither : 
Nor doth my flower 
Want a spring-shower. 
My sins and I joining togetlier. 
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But while I grow in a straight line, 
Still upwards bent, as if heaven were mine own, 

Thy anger comes, and I decline : 
What frost to that ? what pole is not the zone 
Where all things bum. 
When thou dost turn, 
And the least frown of thine is shown 1 

And now in age I bud again, 
After so many deaths I live and write ; 

I once more smell the dew and rain, 
And relish rersing : my only light, 
It cannot be 
That I am he, 
On whom thy tempests fell at night. 

These are thy wonders. Lord of love. 
To make ua see we are but flowers that glide : 
Which when we once can find and prove, 
Thou hast a garden for us, where to bide. 
Who would bo more. 
Swelling through store, 
Forfeit their Paradise by their pride. 



DOTAGK 

■ 

False glozing pleasures, casks of happiness, 
Foolish night-fires, women's and children's wishes, 
Chases in arras, gilded emptiness, 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career, 
Embioider'd lies, nothing between two dishes ; 
These are the pleasures here. 




TtlETBHrUr. 



Tnie eaiMsl msnmrs, rooted miBeriee^ 
Aoguish iD grain, Texattoos ripe and blown, 
Sure-footed griefiv solid calamities^ 
Plain deramistratioiiB^ eTident and cleaTi 
Fetchicg thdr proofe e?cii from the Tery bone ; 
Tbeee ara the aonrows here. 



Bmt oh the Mljr of distracted men. 
Who griefs In earoast^ jojs in jest pursue ; 
Preferring, lite brute beasts, a loattiBome den 
Before a court, even that above so clear. 
Where arc oo sorrows, but delights raono true 
Than miseries are here t 



THE SON^ 



Let foreign nations of their langtiage boasts 
What fine variety each tongue affords : 
I tike our language, as our men and coast ; 
Who cannot dress it well want wit, not words. 
How neatly do if e give one oidy name 
To Parent's issue and the Sun's bright star ! 
A Son is light and fmit ; a fruitful flame 
Chasing the Father's dimness, carried far 
From the fct man in the East, to fresh and new 
Western discoveries of posterity. 
So in one word our Lord's humility 
We turn upon him in a sense most tme : 
For w^hat Christ once in humbleness be^n, 
Wo him in glory call. The Son of Man. 
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A TRUE HYMN. 



My joy, my life, my crown ! 
My lieart was meaning all the day. 

Somewhat it fain would say : 
And still it runneth muttering up and down 
With only this, My joy y my lifey my crown ! 

Yet slight not these few words ; 
If truly said, they may take part 

Among the best in art. 
The fineness which a Hymn or Psalm affords, 
Is, when the soul unto the lines accords. 

He who craves all the mind, 
And all the soul, and strength, and time, 

If the words only rhyme. 
Justly complains, that somewhat is behind 
To make his Verse, or write a Hymn in kind. 

Whereas if the heart be moved. 
Although the Verse be somewhat scant, 

God doth supply the want. 
As when the heart says (sighing to be approved), 
Ohy could I love ! and stops ; God writeth. Loved. 



THE ANSWER. 

My comforts drop and melt away like snow : 
I shake my head, and all the thoughts and ends. 
Which my fierce youth did bandy, fall and flow 
Like leaves about me, or like summer friends, 

M 
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Fliesof estates and sunshine. Bat to all. 

Who think me eager, hot^ and undertaking. 

But IB mj piOBecQtioiis dack and small ; 

As a Tonng exhalation, newlj waking, 

Soovns his fiist bed of diit^ and means the sky ; 

But cooling bj the waj, grows poray and slow, 

And setdii^ to a dood, doth lire and die 

In that dark staOe of tears: to all, that so 

Show me, and set me, I have one reply, 

Whidi ther that know the rest, know more than I. 



A DIALOGUE-ANTHEM. 

CHBISnAK, DKATH. 

CflB. Alas, poor Death ! where is thy glory ? 

Where is thy famous force, thy anoieDt sting ! 

Dea. Alas! poor mortal, void of story y 

Go spell and read how I have IdU'd thy King. 

Chb. Poor Death ! and who was hurt thereby 1 

Thy curse being laid on him makes thee accurst 

Dea. Let losers taOky yet thou shalt die ; 
These arms shall crush thee. 

Chb. Spare not, do thy woi 
I shall be one day better than before : 
Thou so much worse, that thou shalt be no more. 
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THE WATERrCOURSB. 

Thou who dost dwell and linger here belov, 
Since the condition of this world is firail, 
Where of all plants afiUctions soonest grow ; 
If troubles overtake thee^ do not wail : 

For who can look for less that loveth -<«?*.• 

IStnfe? 

But rather turn the pipe, and water's coarse 
To serve thy sins^ and fhmish thee with store 
Of sovereign tears, springing from true remorse : 
That so in pureness thou maj'st him adore 

Who gives to man, as he sees fit, {Salvation. 

(Damnation. 



SBLF^ONDBMNATION. 

Thou who condemnest Jewish hate, 
For choosing Barabbda a murderer 
Before the Lord of glory ; 
Look back upon thine own estate, 
Call home thine eye (that busy wanderer), 
That choice may be thy story. 

He that doth love, and love amiss, 
This world's delights before true Christian joy. 
Hath made a Jewish choice : 
The world an ancient murderer is ; 
Thousands of souls it hath and doth destroy 
With her enchanting voice. 
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He that hath made a sony wedding 
Between his soul and gold, and hath preferred 
False gain before the trae, 
Hath done what he condemns in reading : 
For he hath sold for money his dear Iiord, 
And is a Judas-Jew. 

Thus we prevent the last great day, 
And judge ourselves. That light which sin and passion 
Did before dim and choke. 
When once those snufis are ta'en away. 
Shines bright and clear, even unto condemnation, 
Without excuse or doak. 



BITTER-SWEET. 

Ah, my dear angry Lord, 
Since thou dost love, yet strike ; 
Cast down, yet help afford ; 
Sure I will do the like. 

I will complain, yet praise ; 
I will bewail, approve : 
And all my sour-sweet days 
I will lament, and love. 



THE GLANCE. 

When first thy sweet and gracious eye 
Vouchsafed even in the midst of youth and night 
To look upon me, who before did lie 
Weltering in sin ; 
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I felt a sugar'd strange delight, 
Passing all Cordials made by any Art, 
BedeWy embalm, and OTemm my hearty 
And take it in. 

Since that time many a bitter storm 
My soul hath felt» eyen able to destroy, 
Had the malicious and ill-meaning harm 
His swing and sway : 
But still thy sweet original joy. 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within my soul, 
And surging griefe, when they grew bold, control, 
And got the day. 

If thy first glance so powerful be, 
A mirth but open'd, and seal'd up again ; 
What wonders shall we feel, when we shall see 
Thy full-eyed love ! 
When thou shalt look us out of pain. 
And one aspect of thine spend in delight 
More than a thousand suns disburse in light, 
In Heaven above. 



THE TWENTY-THIRD PSALM. 

The God of love my shepherd is. 
And he that doth me feed : 

While he is mine, and I am his. 
What can I want or need ? 

He leads me to the tender grass. 
Where I both feed and rest ; 

Then to the streams that gently pass : 
In both I have the best. 
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THE TEMPLE, 



Or if I strajj lio doth coofert, 
And bring my mind in frame : 

And all this not for my desert, 
But for his holy name. 

Yea, in death's shady, black abode 
Well may I valk, not fear ; 

For thou art with me, and thy rod 
To guide, thy staff to bear. 

Nay, thou dost make me sit and diae, 
EircD in ray enemies' eight ; 

My head with oil, my cup with wine 
Euns over day and night 

Surely thy sweet and wondrous love 
Shall measure all my days ; 

And as it never shall remoTe, 
go neither shall my praise. 



MARY MAGDALEN. 



Whe^ blessed Mary wiped her Sayioui'^s feet 
(Whose precepts she had trampled on before), 
And wore them for a Jewel on her head. 
Showing his steps should be the street, 
Wherein she thenceforth eTermore 
With pensive humbleness would live and tread ; 

She being stain 'd herself^ why did she strive 
To make him clean» who could not be defiled 1 
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Thj kept she not her tears for her own faults, 
And not his feet ? Though we could dive 
In tears like Seas, our sins are piled 

eeper than they, in words, and works, and thoughts. 

ear soul, she knew who did vouchsafe and deign 
bear her filth : and that her sins did dash 
ven God himself: wherefore she was not loath, 

As she had brought whei*ewith to stain, 

So to bring in wherewith to wash : 
nd yet in washing one, she washed both. 



AARON. 

Holiness on the head. 
Light and perfections on the breast, 
Harmonious bells below, raising the dead 
To lead them unto life and rest. 
Thus are true Aarons drest. 

Profaneness in my head. 
Defects and darkness in my breast, 
A noise of passions ringing me for dead 
Unto a place where is no rest : 

Poor Priest thus am I drest. 

Only another head 
I have, another heart and breast, 
Another music, making live, not dead, 
Without whom I could have no rest : 
In him I am well drest. 
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Christ is mj oolj head, 
Mj alone only heart and breast^ 
My onlv music, strikiDg me even dead ; 
Tliat to the old man I maj rest, 

And be in biui new drest 

So holy in my head, 
Perfect and light in my dear breast, 
My doctrine tuned by Christ (who is not dead, 
But lives in me while I do rest), 
Come, people ; Aaron's drost. 



THE ODOUR. 



2 Coa iL 

sweetly doth My Mader sonnd ! My Master! 
As ambergis leaves a rich scent 

Unto the taster : 
So do these words a sweet content. 
An Oriental fragrancy, My Master* 

With these all day I da perfume my mind. 
My mind even tlnrust into them both ; 

That I might find 
What Cordials make this curious broth. 

This broth of smells, that feeds and fats my Diind. 

My Master, slia]l I speak 1 that to thee 

My Servant were a little so^ 
As flesh may be ; 

That these two words might creep and grow 
To some degree of spiciness to thee I 
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Then should the Pomander, which was before 
A speaking sweet, mend by reflection, 

And tell me more : 
For pardon of my imperfection 

Would warm and work it sweeter than before. 

For when My Master, which alone is sweet, 
And even in my unworthiness pleasing. 

Shall call and meet, 
My Servant, as thee not displeasing. 

That call is but the breathing of the sweet. 

This breathing would with gains by sweetening me 
(As sweet things traffic when they meet) 

Return to thee. 
And so this new commerce and sweet 

Should all my life employ, and busy me. 



THE FOIL. 

If we could see below 
The sphere of virtue, and each shining grace, 

As plainly as that above doth show ; 
This were the better sky, the brighter place. 

God hath made stars the foil 
To set ofi^ virtues : griefs to set ofi^ sinning : 

Yet in this wretched world we toil, 
As if grief were not foul, nor virtue winning. 



186 



THBTUCPia 



THE FORERUNNERS. 



The Harbingers are come. See, see their mark 
White ia their colonr, and behold my bead. 
But must they have my braiti 1 must they dispark 
Those sparkling notions, which therein were br©d ! 

Must duhiess turn me to a dod ? 
Yet have they left nie^ Thou mi still mtf God. 

Good men ye be, to leave me my best room, 
Even all my hearty and what is lodged there : 
I pass not, Ij wliat of the rest become. 
So, Thou art still my God^ be out of fear. 

He will be pleased with that ditty; 
And if I please him^ I write fine and witty. 

Farewell sweet phrases, lovely metaphors : 
But will ye leave me thus ? when ye before 
Of stews and brothels only knew the doors, 
Then did I wash you with my tears^ and more, 
Brought you to Church well dreet and clad : 
My God must have my best, even all I had. 

Lovely enchanting language^ sugar-cane, 
Honey of roses, wlather wilt thou fly ? 
Hath some fond lover 'ticed thee to thy bane ? 
And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a sty 1 

Fie, thou wilt soil thy broider d coat, 
And hurt thyself, and him that sings the note. 
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Let foolish loyers, if they will love dung, 
With Canvas^ not with Arras, clothe their shame : 
Let Folly speak in her own native tongue. 
True beauty dwells on high : ours is a flame 

But borrowed thence to light us thither. 
Beauty and beanteons words should go together. 

Yet if you go, I pass not ; take your way : 
For, ITurn art still my Oody is all that ye 
Perhaps with more embellishment can say. 
Go, buds of spring : let winter have his fee ; 

Let a bleak paleness chalk the door, 
So all within be livelier than before. 



THE ROSE. 



Press me not to take more pleasure 
In this world of sugar'd lies, 

And to use a larger measure 
Than my strict, yet welcome size. 

First, there is no pleasure here : 
Coloured griefs indeed there are. 

Blushing woes, that look as clear, 
As if they could beauty spare. 

Or if such deceits there be. 
Such delights I mean to say ; 

There are no such things to me. 
Who have pass'd my right away. 



1S8 THE TEMPLI. 

Bat I will not madi oppose 
Unto what jon now adyise : 

Only take this gende Rose, 
And therein my answer lies. 

What is fairer than a rose ? 

What is sweeter ? yet it poi^eth. 
Pui^gs enmity disclose. 

Enmity forbearance ui^tL 

If then all that worldlings prize 
Be contracted to a rose ; 

Sweetly there indeed it lies, 
But it biteth in the dose. 

So this* flower doth jadge and sentence 
Worldly joys to be a scouige : 

For they all produce repentance, 
And repentance is a puige. 

But I health, not physic choose : 
Only though I you oppose. 

Say that fairly I refuse. 
For my answer is a rose. 



DISCIPLINE. 



Throw away thy rod, 
Throw away thy wrath ; 

my God, 
Take the gentle patL 



THE CHUBCH. 

For my hearths desire 
Unto thine is bent : 

I aspire 
To a full consent. 

Not a word or look 
I affect to own, 

But by book, 
And thy book alone. 

Though I fail, I weep : 
Though I halt in pace, 

Yet I creep 
To the throne of grace. 

Then let wrath remove ; 
Love will do the deed : 

For with love 
Stony hearts will bleed. 

Love is swift of foot ; 
Love's a man of war, 

And can shoot, 
And can hit from far. 

Who can 'scape his bow 1 
That which wrought on thee. 

Brought thee low, 
Needs must work on me. 
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Throw away thy rod ; 
Though man frailties hath, 

Thou art God : 
Throw away thy wrath. 
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THE INVITATION. 

Come ye hither all, whose taste 

Is your waste ; 
Save your cost, and mend your fare. 
God is here prepared and dress'd, 

And the feast, 
God, in whom all dainties are. 

Come ye hither all, whom wine 

Doth define. 
Naming you not to your good : 
Weep what ye have drunk amiss, 

And drink this. 
Which before ye drink is blood. 

Come ye hither all, whom pain 

Doth arraign, 
Bringing all your sins to sight : 
Taste and fear not : God is here 

In this cheer, 
And on sin doth cast the fright. 

Come ye hither all, whom joy 

Doth destroy, 
While ye graze without your bounds ; 
Here is joy that drowneth quite 

Your delight, 
As a flood the lower grounds. 
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Come ye hither all, whose love 

Is your dove, 
And exalts you to the sky : 
Here is love, which, having breath 

Even in death, 
After death can never die. 

Lord, I have invited all. 

And I shall 
Still invite, still call to thee : 
For it seems but just and right 

In my sight, 
Where is all, there sJl should be. 



THE BANQUET. 



Welcome sweet and sacred cheer, 
Welcome dear ; 

With me, in me, live and dwell : 

For thy neatness passeth sight. 
Thy delight 

Passeth tongue to taste or tell. 

what sweetness fix)m the bowl 
Fills my soul. 

Such as is, and makes divine ! 

Is some star (fled from the sphere) 
Melted there. 

As we sugar melt in wine ? 
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Or failk sveetiiefls in the bread 
Made a head 

To ssbdne the smell of an, 

Floven, and gams, and powders giving 
All their liring. 

Lest the enemj should win ! 

Doiibtle9B» imth^ staff nor flower 
Hath the power 

Sodi a sweetness to impart : 

Onlj God, who gires perfumes, 
Flesh assumes, 

And widi it parfomes m j heart. 

But as Pomanders and wood 
Still are good. 

Yet being Innised are better scented ; 

God, to show how &r his love 
Could improve, 

Here, as broken, is presented. 

When I had forgot my birth. 
And on earth 

In delights of earth was drown'd ; 

God took blood, and needs would be 
Spilt with me, 

And so found me on the ground. 

Having raised me to look up, 

In a cup 
Sweetly he doth meet my taste. 
But I still being low and short, 

Far from court, 
Wine becomes a wing at last. 
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For T?ith it alone I fly 

To the sky: 
Where I wipe mine eyes, and see 
What I seek, for what I sue ; 

Him I view 
Who hath done so much for me. 

Let the wonder of this pity 

Be my ditty, 
And take up my lines and life : 
Hearken under pain of death, 

Hands and breath, 
Strive in this, and bve the strife. 



THE POSY. 



Let wits contest^ 
And with their words and posies windows fill : 

Less than the least 
Of all thy mercieSy is my posy still. 

This on my ring. 
This by my picture, in my book I write ; 

Whether I sing. 
Or say, or dictate, this is my delist. 

Inyention rest ; 
Comparisons go play; wit use thy will: 

Less than the least 
Of ail GocFs mereieSy is my posy still 



IM 



A PAKODY. 



S:>ris J£!T. vlien tboa ait gwe» 

A]>dlikii& 

Widdi cuDoi be, 
Beicssse ibm dost abide in me, 
And I deprnd OD thee ; 

Yt% vbeB tboQ dost suppress 
The cbeerfbhiess 
Of tfaj abode, 
And in mj powers not stir abroad. 
But leare me to mj load : 

what a damp and shade 

Doth me inrade ! 

Xo stormy night 
Can so afflict or so afiright 
As thv eclipsed light 

Ah, Lord ! do not withdraw. 

Lest want of awe 

Make sin appear ; 
And when thou dost but shine less clear, 
Say, that thou art not here. 

And then what life I have, 
While Sin doth rave, 
And falsely boast, 
That I may seek, hut thou art lost ! 
Thou and alone thou know'st. 
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what a deadly cold 

Doth me infold ! 

I half believe, 
That Sin says true : but while I grieve. 
Thou comest and dost relieve. 



THE ELIXIR. 

Teach me, my God and King, 
In all things thee to see, 
And what I do in any thing 
To do it as for thee : 

Not rudely, as a beast. 
To run into an action ; 
But still to make thee prepossest. 
And give it his perfection. 

A man that looks on glass, 
On it may stay his eye ; 
Or if he pleaseth, through it pass, 
And then the heaven espy. 

All may of thee partake : 
Nothing can be so mean. 
Which with his tincture {for thy sake) 
Will not grow bright and clean. 

A servant with this clause 
Makes drudgery divine : 
Who sweeps a room, as for thy laws. 
Makes that and th' action fine. 
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This is the fiimoas stone 
That tmneih aU to gold : 
For that irhidi God doth toadi and own 
Cannot fi>r less be told. 



A WREATH. 

A WBKATHED gailand of deserved praise, 

Of pnuse deserved, unto thee I give, 

I give to thee, who knowest all my ways^ 

Mj crooked winding ways, wherein I live, 

¥nierein I die, not live ; for life is straight, 

Straight as a line, and ever tends to thee, 

To thee, who art more &r above deceit^ 

Than deceit seems above simplicity. 

Give me simplicity, that I may live, 

So live and like, that I may know thy ways, 

Enow them and practise them : then shall I give 

For this poor wreath, give thee a crown of praise. 



DEATR 

Death, thou wast once an uncouth hideous thing, 
Nothing but bones, 
The sad effect of sadder groans : 
Thy mouth was open, but thou couldst not sing. 

For we consider'd thee as at some six 
Or ten years hence, 
After the loss of life and sense^ 
Flesh being tum'd to dust, and bones to sticks. 
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We looL'd on this side of thee, shooting short ; 
Where we did find 
The shells of fledge sools left behind, 
Diy dost, which sheds no tears, but may extort* 

But since our Saviour's death did put some blood 
Into thy face : 
Thou art grown fair and full of grace. 
Much in request, much sought for, as a good. 

For we do now behold thee gay and glad. 
As at doomsday ; 
When souls shall wear their new array, 
And all thy bones with beauty shall be dad. 

Therefore we can go die as sleep, and trust 
Half that we have 
Unto an honest faithful graye ; 
Making our pillows either down, or dust. 



DOOMSDAY. 

Come away, 
Make no delay. 
Summon all the dust to rise. 
Till it stir, and rub the eyes ; 
While this member jogs the other. 
Each one whispering, Live you, brother f 

Come away, 
Make this the day. 
Dust, alas ! no music feels, 



l9d ^FHE ^temple; 

But thy trumipet : then it kneels, 
As peculiar notes and strains 
Cure Tarantula's raging pains. 

Come away, 
make no stay ! 
Let the graves make their confession, 
Lest at length they plead possession : 
Flesh's stubbornness may have 
Read that lesson to the grave. 

Come away, 
Thy flock doth stray. 
Some to the winds their body lend. 
And in them many drown a firiend : 
Some in noisome vapours grow 
To a plague and public woe. 

Come away, 
Help our decay. 
Man is out of order hurl'd, 
Parceird out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken consort raise, 
And the music shall be praise. 



JUDGMENT. 

Almighty Judge, how shall poor wretches brook 

Thy dreadful look, 
Able a heart of iron to appal. 

When thou shalt call 
For every man's peculiar book ? 
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What others mean to do, I know not well ; 

Yet I hear tell, 
That some will turn thee to some leaves therein 

So void of sin. 
That they in merit shall excel. 

But I resolve, when thou shalt call for mine. 

That to decline, 
And thrust a Testament into thy hand : 

Let that be scanned. 
There thou shalt find my faults are thine. 

HEAVEN. 

WHO will show me those delights on high ? 

Echo. L 

Thou Echo, thou art mortal, all men know. 

Echo. No. 

Wert thou not bom among the trees and leaves ? 

Echo. Leaves. 

And are there any leaves, that still abide 1 

Echo. Bide. 

What leaves are they? impart the matter wholly. 

Echo. Holy. 

Are holy leaves the Echo then of bliss ? 

Echo. Yes. 

Then tell me, what is that supreme delight ? 

Echo. Ligld. 

Light to the mind : what shall the will enjoy? 

Echo. Joy. 

But are there cares and business with the pleasure ? 

Echo. Leisure. 

Light, joy, and leisure ; but shall they persever ? 

Echo. Ever. 



LOVK 



LofTs bttde me wdeome ; yet my soul drew back, 

Gmhy rf dust i^ sin. 
Bat q|m^-eyed Lore, obaening me grow slack 

From m J fint aitouiee in. 
Drew newer to aie, swe^y qnestioiiiiij^ 

tflhck'dinytfaiiig. 

A guest, I answo^d, wmthy to be hero : 

Lore smd, Yoa shall be he. 
I the mikind, imgratefbl t Ah, my dear, 

I camiot Iwk on thee. 
Lore Uxk my hand, and smiling did roply. 

Who made the eyes bat 1 1 

Troth, Lord, hot I have marred them : let my shame 

Go where it doth deserve. 
And know yon not, says Lore, who bore the blame 1 

My dear, then I will serve. 
Yoa most sit down, says Love, and taste my meat : 

So I did sit and eat 



FIKIS. 

Glory be to God on highy and on earth peaee^ 
good-wiU towards men. 
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Almiohtt Lord, who from tlij glorious throne 
Seest and rolest all things eTen as one : 
The smallest Ant or Atom knows thy power, 
Known also to each minute of an hour : 
Much more do Commonweals acknowledge thee, 
And wrap their policies in thy decree^ 
Complying with thy counsels, doing nought 
Which doth not meet with an eternal thought. 
But above all, thy Church and Spouse doth proTC 
Not the decrees of power, but bands of Iotc. 
Early didst thou arise to plant this Vine, 
Which might the more endear it to be thine. 
Spices come from the East ; so did thy Spouse, 
Trim as the light, sweet as the laden boughs 
Of NoaKs shady vine, chaste as the dove. 
Prepared and fitted to receive thy love. 
The course was westward, that the sun might light 
As well our understanding as our sight. 
Where th* Ark did rest, there Abraham began 
To bring the other Ark from Carman. 
Moses pursued this : but King Solomon 
Finished and fiz'd the old religion. 
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When it grew looser tlie Jews did hope in ma 
Bj nailiiig Christ to fasten it again. 
But to the Gentiles he boie cross and aU, 
ReodiDi: with eaithcpakes the partition- walL 
Ontr whereas the Ark in glorj dione^ 
Now with the cross, as with a staff, alone, 
Re%ion, Kke a pilgrim, westward benti 
Knocting at all doors, erer as she went. 
Yet as the Snn, though fonraitl be his flight, 
Listens behiod hiin, and allows some light* 
Till all depart : so went the Choreh her way. 
Letting, wliile one foot stepped, the other stay 
Among the eastern nations for a time. 
Till both removed to the western dime- 
Ta Egifpt first she came, where thej did prore 
Wonders of anger ooce, bnt now of lore. 
The ten Commandments there did flourish more 
Than the ten bitter plagues had done before^ 
IIolj Macarms and great Anthony 
Stadc Pharaoh Moses^ changing the history. 
Goshen was darkness, Egypt full of lightH, 
Nilus for monsters brought forth Israelites. 
Such power hath raightj Baptism to produce. 
For tilings misshapen, things of highest use. 
Mom dear to tm, God^ thy counsels are f 

Wh> may tmih thee compare f 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where Arts 
Gaye her the highest place in all men's hearts^ 
Learning v^m posed, Philosophy was set, 
Sophisters taken in a Fisher s net 
Phfo and Arktotle were at a loss, 
And wheeled about again to spell Chrisfs-Cr03S^ I 
Prayers chased syllogisms into their den. 
And Ergo was traasform'd into Anien. 
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Though Greece took horse as soon as Egypt did, 

And Rome as both ; yet Egypt faster rid, 

And spent her period and prefixed time 

Before the other. Greece being past her prime. 

Religion went to Romey subduing those, 

Who, that they might subdue, made all their foes. 

The Warrior his dear scars no more resounds, 

But seems to yield Christ hath the greater wounds ; 

Wounds willingly endured to work his bliss, 

Who by an ambush lost his Paradise. 

The great heart stoops, and taketh from the dust 

A sad repentance, not the spoils of lust : 

Quitting his spear, lest it should pierce again 

Him in his members, who for him was slain. 

The Shepherd's hook grew to a Sceptre here. 

Giving new names and numbers to the year. 

But th' Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort them. 

Who were cut short in Alexander's stem. 

In both of these Prowess and Arts did tame 

And tune men's hearts against the Gospel came : 

Which using, and not fearing skill in the one, 

Or strength in th' other, did erect her throne. 

Many a rent and struggling th' Empire knew 

(As dying things are wont), until it flew 

At length to Germany^ still westward bending, 

And there the Church's festival attending : 

That as before Empire and Arts made way 

(For no less harbingers woidd serve than they), 

So they might still, and point us out the place. 

Where first the Church shoidd raise her downcast face. 

Strength leveLs grounds. Art makes a garden there ; 

Then showers Religion, and makes all to bear. 

Spain in the Empire shared with Germany ^ 

But England in the higher victory ; 
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OiTiiig the Chnidi a crowB to keep ber slatep 
And DOl go less thaB she bad done of late. 
Cbjubm/Wt Britisb Ime meant this of old. 
And did tbii mj^eiy irrap up and fold 
Within a fibeei of papen whidi was rent 
Prom Time's great Chronicle, and hither sent* 
TTios both the Chm^ and Son together ran 
Unto the farthest old meridian. 
Mow dear to me^ God^ thj cmmmh art! 

Wh> may nntk thee con^fonsf 
Much about one and the same time and place^ 
Both where and when the Church began her noej 
Sin did set out of Eastern Babylon, 
And trarell'd westward also : journeying cm 
He chid the Church awaj, where'er he came* 
Breaking her peace, and tainting her good name. 
At first he got to Egypt^ and did sow 
Gardens of gods, which everjr jear did grow, 
Fresh and fine deities. Thej were at great cost, I 
Who for a god clearly a sallet lost. 
Ah, what a thing is man devoid of grace. 
Adoring Garlic with an humble face, 
Begging hiB food of that which he may eat, 
Standing the while he worshippeth his meat I 
Who makes a root his god, how low is he. 
If God and man he seTer'd infinitely ! 
What wretchedness can give him any room, 
Whose house is foul, while he adores his broom ? 
None will beliere tliis now, though money he 
In us the same transplanted foolery* 
Thus Sin in Egtfpt sneaked for a whUc ; 
His highest was an ox or crocodile. 
And such poor game. Thence he to Greece doth. 
And being craftier much than Goodness was. 
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He left behind him garrisons of sids, 

To make good that which everj day he wiosu 

Here Sin took heart, and for a g:ardcn-bed 

Rich shrines and oracles he purchased : 

He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell 

As well what should befall, as what bcfelL 

Naj, he became a Poet, and would serve 

His pills of sublimate in that conserTe. 

The worid came both with hands and purses full 

To this great lottery, and all would pulL 

But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit, 

Where some poor truths were shuffled for a bait 

To CTcdit him, and to discredit those. 

Who after bim should braver truths disclose. 

From Greece he went to Rojue : and as before 

He was a God, now he's an Emperor, 

Nero and othera lodged him bravely there, 

Put him in trust to rule the Roman sphere 

Glory was his chief instrument of old : 

Pleasure succeeded straight, when that grew cold ; 

Which soon was blown to such a mighty flame, 

That though our Saviour did destroy the game, 

Disparking oracles, and ail their treasure, 

Setting affliction to encounter pleasure ; 

Yet did a rogue with hope of carnal joy, 

Cheat the most subtle nations. Who so coy, 

So trim, as Greece and Sffirpi f yet their hearts 

Are given over, for their curious arts, 

To such Mahometan stupidities, 

As the old Heathen would deem prodigies. 

Htm dear to me, God, thy counsels are ! 

Who may wUh thee compare f 
OiJy the West and Rome do keep them free 
From this contagious iutidclity. 
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And this is all tlie Rock, whereof they boasts 
As Ronw vill ooe day find uoto her cost 
Sin being not able to extirpate quite 
The Churciies here, bravely resolved one nigli 
To be a Cliurchman too, and wear a Mttre : 
The old debauched RuflBan would turn writer. 
1 saw him in bis study, where he sate 
Busy in controversies sprung of late. 
A gown and pen became him wondrous well : 
His grave aspect had more of heaven than bell ; 
Only there was a handsome picture by. 
To which he lent a corner of Ids eye. 
As Sin in Greece a Prophet was before, 
And in old Rome a mighty Emperor ; 
So now being Priest, he plainly did profess 
To make a jest of Christ's three Offices ; 
The rather since his scattered jug£{lings were 
United now in one both time and sphere. 
From Effypi he took petty deities, 
From Greece oracular infallibilities, 
And from old Rome the Uberty of pleasure. 
By free dispensings of the Church's treasure- 
Then in memorial of his ancient throne. 
He did surname his palace, Babylon, 
Yet that he might the better gain all nations. 
And make that name good by their transmigration 
From all these places, but at divers times, 
He toot fine vizards to conceal Ids crimes : 
From Egypt Anehorism and rctiredneas, 
Learning from Greece^ from old Rome statelines 
And blending these, be carried all men's eyes. 
While Truth sat by^ counting his victories: 
Whereby he grew apace and scorn 'd to iise 
Such force as once did captivate the Jews ; 
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lilt did bewitch, and finallj work each natioii 
futo a voluntary trausmigration. 
^11 post to Rom^: Princes submit their necks 
Kither to his public foot or priyatc tricks* 
K did not fit his gravitj to stir^ 
^or his long journey, nor his gout and fur ; 
Therefore he sent out able Ministers^ 
■tatesmen within, without doors Cloisterers ; 
who without spear, or sword, or other drum 
Than what was in their tongue, did overcome ; 
And having conquered, did so strangely rule, 
That the whole world did seem but the Pope's mule* 
Ls new and old I^me did one empire twist ; 

both together are one Antichrist ; 
Tet with two faces, as their Janus was, 
&ing in this their old crack'd looking-glass. 
Tow dmr to me, God^ thy counmh are ! 

Who may with tMe compare? 
ins Sin triumphs in Western Bahylon ; 
hi not as Sin, but as Religion. 
)f his two thrones he made the latter best, 
Lnd to defray his journey from the East. 
)ld and new Babylon are to hell and night, 
is is the Moon and Sim to Heaven and light, 
hen the one did set, the other did take place. 
Confronting equally the Law and Grace* 
They are belles landmarks, Satan's double crest : 
They are Sin's nipples, feeding th^ east and west. 
But as in vice the Copy still exceeds 
The pattern, but not so in virtuous deeds ; 
though Sin made his latter scat the better, 
ae latter Church is to the first a debtor. 
ae second Temple could not reach the first ; 
bd the late reformation never dui-st 
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Compare with ancient times and purer jeais ; 
But in tte Jews and us deserveth tears ; 
Nay* it shall eyerj year decrease and fade ; 
Till such a darkness do the world in?ade 
At Clirist's last coming, as his first did find : 
Yet must there such proportions be assigned 
To these diminishingsi, as is between 
The spacious world and Jewry to he seen* 
Religion stands on tiptoe in our tand« 
Ready to pass to the American straDd. 
T^Tien height of malice, and prodigious Inste^ 
Impudent sinning, witchcrafts, and distnista^ 
(The marks of future bane), shall fill our cup 
Unto the brim, and make our measure up ; 
When Seine shall swallow Tiber, and the Thame^^ 
By letting in them both, pollutes her streams : 
When Italy of us shall hare her will. 
And all her Calendar of sins fulfil ; 
Whereby one may foretell, what sins next yeaf 
Shall both in France and England domineer : 
Then shall Religion to America flee : 
They have their times of Gospel, even as wb. 
My God, thou dont prepare for them a way, 
By carrying first their gold from them away : 
For gold and grace did ne?er yet agree ; 
Religion always sides with poverty. 
We think we rob them, but we think amiss : 
We are more poor, aiid they more rich, by this* 
Thou wilt revenge their quarrel, making grace 
To pay our debts, and leave our ancient place 
To go to them, while that* which now their nation 
But lends to us^ shall be our desolation. 
Yet as the Church shall thither westward fly. 
So Sin shall trace and dog her instantly : 
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ye their period also and set times 
their virtuous actions and their crimes, 
ere of old the Empire and the Arts 
the Gospel ever in men^s hearts, 
ath done one ; when Arts perform the other, 
irch shall come, and Sin the Church shall smother : 
len they have accomplished the round, 
t in th' East their first and ancient sound, 
it may meet them both, and search them round, 
both lights, as well in Church as Sun, 
le another, and together run. 
•0 Sin and Darkness follow still 
irch and Sun with all their power and skill, 
he Sun still goes both West and East : 
did the Church by going West 
jtward go ; because it di-ew more near 
and place, where judgment shall appear. 
%r to me, God, thy counsels are ! 

Who may with thee compare? 



KENVOY. 

King of ghry. King of peace. 
With the one make war to cease ; 
With the other bless thy sheep. 
Thee to love, in thee to sleep. 
Let not Sin devour thy fold. 
Bragging that thy blood is cold ; 
That thy death is also dead. 
While his conquests daily spread ; 
That thy flesh hath lost his food. 
And thy Cross is common wood. 
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Choke him, let him say no more. 
But reserve his breath in store, 
Till thy conquest and his fall 
Make his sighs to use it all ; 
And then bargain with the wind 
To discharge what is behind. 



Blessed be God alone. 
Thrice blessed Three in One. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



A SONNET, 

SENT BT GEORGE HERBERT TO HIS MOTHER AS A NEW 
year's gift prom CAMBRIDGE. 

Mt God, where is that ancient heat towards thee, 

Wherewith whole shoals of Martyrs once did bum, 
Besides their other flames ? Doth poetry 

Wear Venus' livery? only serve her turn ? 
Why are not sonnets made of thee ? and lays 

Upon thine altar burnt ? Cannot thy love 
Heighten a spirit to sound out thy praise 

As weU as any she ? Cannot thy Dove 
Outstrip their Cupid easily in flight 1 

Or, since thy ways are deep, and stiU the same. 

Will not a verse run smooth that bears thy name ? 
Why doth that fire, which by thy power and might 

Each breast does feel, no braver fuel choose 

Than that which, one day, worms may chance refuse ? 
Sure, Lord, there is enough in thee to dry 

Oceans of ink ; for, as the Deluge did 
Cover the earth, so doth thy Majesty: 

Each cloud distils thy praise, and doth forbid 
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Poets to turn it to another nse. 

Roses and lilies speak thee ; and to make 
A pair of cheeks of them, is th j abuse. 

Why should I women's eyes for crystal take ? 
Such poor inyention bums in their low mind 

Whose fire is wild, and doth not upward go 

To praise, and on thee, Lord, some ink bestow. 
Open the bones, and you shall nothing find 

In the best face but filth ; when, Lord, in thee 

The beauty lies, in the discovery. 



A PARADOX. 



(FBOM A MB. COLLECTION FORMFRLT DR RAWLIMSON*S, Uf TBI BODUIAV 
LIBRARV, OXFORD.) 

THAT THE SICK ARE IN A BETTER CASE THAN THE WHOLE* 

You who admire yourselves because 
You neither groan nor weep. 
And think it contrary to Nature^s laws 
To want one ounce of sleep. 
Your strong belief 
Acquits yourselves, and gives the sick all grief. 

Your state to ours is contrary. 
That makes you think us poor, 
So Black-moors think us foul, and we 
Are quit with them, and more : 
Nothing can see, 
And judge of things but mediocrity. 
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The sick are in themselves a state 
Which health liath nought to do. 
How know you that our tears proceed from woe, 
And not from better fate ? 

Since that mirth hath 
Her waters also and desired bath. 

How know jon that the sighs we send 
From want of breath proceed, 
Not from excess 1 and therefore we do spend 
That which we do not need ; 
So trembling maj 
As well show inward warbling, as decay. 

Cease then to judge calamities 
By outward form and show. 
But yiew yourselres, and inward turn your eyes, 
Then you shall fully know 
That your estate 
Is, of the two, the far more desperate. 

Yon always fear to feel those smarts 
Which we but sometimes prove, 
Each little comfort much aflPects our hearts. 
None but gross joys you move : 
Why then confess 
Your fears in number more, your joys are less 

Then for yourselves not us embrace 
Plaints to bad fortune due, 
For though you visit us, and plaint or case. 
We doubt much whether you 
Come to our bed 
To comfort us, or to be comforted. 
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INSCRIPTION. 

IN THB PABSOKAGE, BBMEKTON. TO MY SUCCESSOB. 

If thou chance for to find 
A new House to thy mind 
And built without thy cost : 
Be good to the poor, 
As God gives thee store, 
And then mj labour^s not lost 



ON LORD DANVBR& 

Sacred marble, safely keep 

His dust, who under thee must sleep, 

Until the years again restore 

Their dead, and time shall be no more. 

Meanwhile, if he (which all things wears) 

Does ruin thee, or if thy tears 

Are shed for him ; dissolve thy frame, 

Thou art requited : for his fame. 

His virtue, and his worth shall be 

Another monument to thee. 



OT 



THE SYNAGOGUE; 

OE, THE SHADOW OF THE TEMPLE: 

;aceed poems and private ejaculations 
in imitation of mr george herbert. 

[BY CHKISTOPHER HARVEY, M.A.] 



StnltMaimnm credo ad imitandmn non optima qocqne proponera. 

Fun. Sec. Lib. i. E^. 6. 

I do esteem 't a folljr not the least 
To imitate examples not the best. 



Or CkakUtfbet Hairey or Htfrie* the author of the *' Syitt- 
gogotT all that is known is* that he was a clergyman's son in 
Cheshire, was edirated at Brasen-Noee CoU^e, and became 
Vicir of CSftoo, Warwickshire. He poUished the "Syna- 
gogue "* in 1640, without his name. Walton commended the 
book, and ascribed it to Harfie. He wrote another book 
called ** Sdiola OHdiB," sometimes ascribed to Qoarles. Bis 
** STnagogne" has less poetic merit than the ** Temple," bat 
is Ter J pioos and instmcUTe. 



THE SYNAGOGUE. 



SUBTBRLIMINARB. 

Die, cujiis Templumf Christ. Quis candidit f Ede. 

Candidit Herbertiis. Die, quibus auxUiis f 
AuxUiis mtdtis: quibus, hand mihi dicerefaa est. 

Tarda est ex dictis lis oriunda meis. 
Gratia, si dicam, dedit omnia : protinus obstat 

Ingenium, dicens, cunctafuisse sua. 
Ars negai, et nihil est non nostrum dicit in iUo ; 

Nee facile est litem composuisse mihi. 
Divide: matetiam det graiia, maiericBque 

Ingenium cuUus induat, arsque modes. 
Non : ne displiceat pariter res omnibus ista, 

Nee sortita velintjura voeare sua. 
Nempepari sibi jure petunt, evUusque, modosque, 

Materiamque, ars, et gratia, et ingenium. 
Ergo, velit si quis dubitantem toUere elenchum, 

De Temple Herbert! talia dicta dabit. 
In Templo Herbertus eondendo est graiia totus, 

Ars pariter totus, totus et ingenium. 
Cedite Romance, Oraiice quoque eedite Musw; 

Unumpar eunctis Angliajactat opus. 
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A STEPPING-STONE 

TO THE THRESHOLD OP ME HEEBERT*S ** CHUECH-PORCE" 

What Church is this 1 Christ's Church. Who builded ft! 

Master George Herhert. Who assisted it 1 

Many assisted : who I may not say, 

So much contention might arise that way. 

If I say Grace gave all ; Wit straight doth thwart, 

And says, All that is there is mine : but Art 

Denies, and says, There's nothing there but's mine: 

Nor can I easily the right define. 

Divide : say, Grace the matter gave, and Wit 

Did polish it : Art measured, and made fit, 

Each several piece, and framed it altogether. 

No, by no means : this may not please them neither. 

None's well contented with a part alone. 

When each doth challenge all to be \m o\srk. 
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But while I had the use, the fruit was mine : 

Not so divine 
As that I dare presume to call it thine. 

Before 'twas ripe it fell unto the ground : 

And since I found 
It bruised in the dirt, nor clean, nor sound. 

Some I have picked, and wiped, and bring thee now. 

Lord, thou know'st how : 
Gladly I would, but dare not it avow. 

Such as it is, 'tis here. Pardon the best. 

Accept the rest. 
Thy pardon and acceptance makcth blest. 



THE CHURCH-YARD. 

Thou that intendest to the Church to-day. 
Come, take a turn, or two, before thou go'st, 
In the Church-yard ; the walk is in thy way. 
Who takes best heed in gbing, hasteth most : 
But he that unprepared rashly ventures. 
Hastens perhaps to seal his death's indentures. 



THE CHURCH-STILE. 

XST thou that stile ^ Observe then how it rises, 

ep after step, and equally descends : 

ich is the way to win Celestial prizes : 

amility the course begins, and ends. 

Wouldst thou in grace to high perfections grow ? 

Shoot thy roots deep, ground thy foundations low. 
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HsDble diTseiC ud God vill lift thee op : 

TLofie Thai exak themselTes he castelh down : 

TLe bizz^iT he inTites vitfa him to sap ; 

And dothes die naked widi his robe and crown. 

Think noc dioa hasi, what dioa from him wonldst bare 
His labour 3 kst, if dion dijsdf canst sare. 

Pride is the jModigalitT ct grace, 

Whidi castedi all awa j b j griping all : 

Hnmilit J is thrift* both keeps its place, 

And gains bj giiing, risedi bj its &IL 
To get bj giTing, and to lose bj keeping, 
Is to be sad in mirth, and glad in weeping. 



THE CHCRCH^ATE. 

Next to die stile, see whero tlie g^ dodi stand, 
Which, tmning upon hooks and hinges may 
Ea^j be shut, or open'd with a hand : 
Yet constant to its centre still doth stay ; 
And fetching a wide compass round about. 
Keeps the same course, and distance, never out 

Such must the course be that to heaven tends ; 
He that the gates of righteousness would enter. 
Must still continue constant to his ends, 
And fix himself in God, as in his centre. 

Cleave close to him by faith, then move which way 
Discretion leads thee, and thou shalt not stray. 

We never wander, till we loose our hold 
Of him that is our way, our light, our guide : 
But, when we grow of our own strength too bold. 
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Unhook'd from him, we quickly turn aside. 
He holds us up, whilst in him we are found : 
If once we fall from him, we go to ground. 



THE CHURCH-WALLS. 

Now yiew the walls : the Church is oompass'd round, 

As much for safety, as for ornament : 

Tis an indosure, and no common ground ; 

Tis God's freehold, and but our tenement. 
Tenants at wiU, and yet in tail, we be : 
Our children hare the same right to't as we. 

Remember there must be no gaps left ope, 
Where God hath fenced, for fear of false illusions. 
God will have all, or none : allows no scope 
For sin's encroachments, or men's own intrusions. 
Close binding locks his Laws together fast : 
He that plucks out the first, pulls down the last. 

Either resolye for all, or else for none ; 

Obedience universal he doth claim. 

Either be wholly his, or all thine own : 

At what thou canst not reach, at least take aim : 
He that of purpose looks beside the mark. 
Might as well hood-wink'd shoot, or in the dark. 



THE CHURCH. 

Lastly, consider where the Church doth stand, 
As near unto the middle as may be ; 
God in his service chiefly doth command 
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Above all other things sincerity. 

Lines drawn from side to side within a roond, 
Not meeting in the centre, short are found. 

Religion must not side with any thing 

That swerves from God, or else withdraws from him ; 

lie that a welcome sacrifice would bring, 

Must fetch it from the bottom, not the brim. 
A sacred Temple of the Holy Ghost 
Each part of man must be, but his heart most 

Hypocrisy in Church is Alchemy, 

That casts a golden tincture upon brass : 

There is no essence in it : 'tis a lie. 

Though, fairly stamped, for truth it often pass : 

Only the Spirit's aqua regia doth 

Discover it to be but painted frotL 
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In earnest be religions, trifle not ; 

And rather for God's sake, than for thine own : 

Thoa hast robb'd him, nnless that he hare got 

By giving, if his glory be not grown 

Together with thy good : who seeketh more 
Himself than God, would make his roof his floor. 

Next to sincerity, remember still, 

Thou must resolve upon integrity. 

God will have all thou hast, thy mind, thy will. 

Thy thoughts, thy words, thy works. A nullity 

It proves, when God, that should have all, doth find 

That there is any one thing left behind. 

And having given him all, thou must receive 
All that he gives. Meet his Commandment : 
Resolve that thine obedience must not leave. 
Until it reach unto the same extent. 
For all his Precepts are of equal strength. 
And measure thy performance to the length : 

Then call to mind that constancy must knit 
Thine undertakings and thine actions fast : 
He that sets forth towards heaven, and doth sit 
Down by the way, will be found short at last. 
Be constant to the end, and thou shalt have 
A heavenly garland, though an earthly grave. 

But he that would be constant, must not take 
Religion up by fits and starts alone ; 
But his continual practice must it make : 
His course must be from end to end but one. 

Bones often broken, and knit up again. 

Lose of their length, though in their strength they gain. 



IFng mhnif jdil can- MtL ^xt 
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JLnrcjisr'f wink : bm dsw xKirSsreiitlj : 

7^ man* 12« dfcaDcsc of tkv^elC the less 
EsBeeK of ti»e wSi all bcb dse express. 



CoEtntt thj ksoD Bov. Slid tbis b josi 
Tike ssm of aU. He diat desires to see 
Tbe &ce of God. in his Bel^ioo must 
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Else the more baste thou makest the worse thoult spe 



CHURCH-UTEXSII^. 



Betwixt two dangerous itxrks^ Profaneness on 
The one side, on the other Superstition, 
How shall I sail secure ? 
Lord, be my steersman, hold mj helm. 
And then though winds with waves o'erwhelm 
My sails, I will endure 
It patiently. The bottom of the sea 
Is safe enough, if thou direct the way. 
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111 tug mj tacklings then, 111 ply mine oars, 
And crjy A fig for fear. He tbat adores 
The giddy multitude 
So much, as to despise mj rhymes, 
Because they tune not to the times, 
I wish may not intrude 
His presence here. But they (and that's enough) 
Who lore God's house, will like his household stuff. 



THE PONT. 

The Font, I say. Why not 1 And why not near 
To the Church door ? Why not of stone ? 

Is not that blessed fountain open'd here. 
From whence that water flows alone. 

Which from sin and undeanness washeth dear 1 

And may not beggars well contented be 
Their first alms at the door to take ? 

Though, when acquainted better, they may see 
Others within that bolder make. 

Low places will serve guests of low degree. 

What t Is he not the rock, out of whose side 
Those streams of water-blood run forth 1 

The elect and precious comer-stone well tried ? 

Though the odds be great between their worth. 

Rock-water and stone vessels are allied. 

But call it what, and place it where you will : 

Let it be made indifferently 
Of any form, or matter ; yet, until 

The blessed Sacrament thereby 
Impaired be, my hopes you shall not kill, 
p 



226 THE gTNAGOOUI. 

To irant m oomplement of comeliness 
Some of m J comfort may abate. 

And for the present make my joy go less : 
Tet I will hug mine homely state, 

And poverty with patience richly dress. 

Regeneration is all in all ; 

Washing, or sprinkling, but the sign. 
The seal, and instrument thereof ; I call 

The one, as well as the other, mine, 
And my posterity's, as federal 

If temporal estates may be conye/d. 

By coTenants on condition. 
To men, and to their heirs ; be not afraid. 

My soul, to rest upon 
The coTenant of grace by mercy made. 

Do but thy duty, and rely upon't. 
Repentance, faith, obedience. 

Whenever practised truly, will amount 
To an authentic evidence, 

Though the deed were antedated at the Pont 



THE READING-PEW. 

Here my new entered soul doth first break fast, 
Here seascneth her infant taste, 

And at her mother-nurse the Church's dugs 
With labouring lips and tongue she tugs, 

For that sincere milk, which alone doth feed 
Babes new -bom of immortal seed : 
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Who, that they may unto perfection grow. 
Must be content to creep before they go. 

They, tliat would reading out of Church exclude, 

Sure hare a purpose to obtrude 
Some dictates of their own, instead of God'a 

Revealed Will, hia Word. *TiB odds, 
They do not mean to pay men current coin, 

Who seek the standard to purloin. 
And woiild reduce all trials to their own, 
But touch-stones, balances, and weights, alone. 

What reasonable man would not misdoubt 

Those Comments, that the text leave out 1 

And that their main intent is alteration. 
Who dote so much on variation. 

That no set Forms at all they can endure 
To be prescribed, or put in ure 1 

Eejecting bounds and limits is the way, 

If not aU waste, yet common all to lay. 

But why should he, that thinks himself well grown, 

Be discontent that such a one. 
As knows himself an infant yet, should be 

Dandled upon his mother's knee, 
And babe-like fed with milk, till be have got 

More strength and stomach 1 Why should not 
Nurslings in Church, as well as weanlings, find 
Their food fit for them in their proper kind ? 

Let thera that would build castles in the aif. 
Vault thither, without step or stair ; 

Instead of feet to climk take wings to fl r, 
And think their turrets top the sky. 
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TEE BOOK OF COMMON PRATER. 
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What fiberty they please, 
In dioosing of the ways, 
Wherein to make 
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Their soul's most intimate afiectioBs known 
To him that sees m secret, when 
Thej are most concealed from other men. 

But he, that unto others leads the way 
In public prayer, 
Should choose to do it so, 
As all, that heu*, may know 
They need not fear 
To tune their hearts unto his tongue, and say 
Amen ; nor doubt they were betrn/d 
To blaspheme, when they should have pra/d. 

Devotion will add life unto the letter. 
And why should not 
That^ which Authority 
Prescribes, esteemed be 
Advantage got ? 
If the Prayer be good, the commoner, the better. 
Prayer in the Church's words, as weU 
As sense, of all prayers bears the bell. 



THE BIBLE. 



The Bible ? That's the Book. The Book indeed. 
The Book of Books; 
On which who looks. 
As he should do, aright^ shall never need 
Wish for a better l^ht 
To guide him in the night : 
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Or, when he hungry is, for better food 
To feed upon. 
Than this alone. 
If he bring stomach and digestion good ; 
And if he be amiss, 
This the best Physic is. 



The true Panchreston 'tis for eyery sore 
And sickness, which 
The poor, and rich 
With equal ease may come by. Yea, 'tis more, 
An antidote, as well 
As remedy 'gainst HelL 

'Tis Heayen in perspectiye, and the bliss 

Of glory here, 

If any where. 
By Saints on Earth anticipated is. 
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God's Cabinet of revealed counsel 'tis : 
Where weal and woe 
Are order'd so, 
That eyery man may know which shall be his ; 
Unless his own mistake 
False application make. 

It is the Index to Eternity. 

He cannot miss 
Of endless bliss, 
That takes this chart to steer his voyage by. 
Nor can he be mistook, 
That speaketh by this Book. 

A Book, to which no Book may be compared 
For excellence ; 
Pre-eminence 
Is proper to it, and cannot be shared. 
Divinity alone 
Belongs to it, or none. 

It is the Book of God. What if I should 
Say, God of Books ? 
Let him that looks 
Angry at that expression, as too bold. 

His thoughts in silence smother, 
Till he find such another. 



THE PULPIT. 

Tis dinner time : and now I look 
For a full meal. God send me a good Cook 

This is the dresser-board, and here 
I wait in expectation of good cheer. 
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Yea, dead men here invited are 
Unto the bread of life, and whilst thev spare 
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To come and take it^ l^y must Uame 
Themselyes, if thej continue still the same. 

The bod/s fed by food, which it 
Assimilates, and to itself doth fit : 
But, that the soul may feed, itself must be 
Transformed to the Word, with it agree. 

To milk the strongest men must be 
As new-bom babes, wheneyer they it see, 

Desiring, not despising it. 
For strong meat babes must stay, and striye to fit 

Themselyes in time, untU they can 
Get by d^ees (which best beseem a man) 
Experience-exercised senses, able 
Good to discern from eyil, truth from fable. 

Here I will wait then ; till I see 
The steward reaching out a mess for me : 

Resolye 111 take it thankfully, 
Whatever it be, and feed on't heartily. 

Although no Benjamin's choice mess, 
Fiye times as much as others, but far less ; 
Yea, if it be but a basket full of crumbs, 
m bless the hand, from which, by which, it comes. 

Like an inyited guest, I will 
Be bold, but mannerly withal, sit still 

And see what the Master of the feast 
Will carye unto me, and account that best 

Which he doth choose for me, not I 
Myself desire : yea, though I should espy 
Some fault in the dressing, in the dishing, or 
The placing, yet I will not it abhor. 
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ST Tfnqftf mdj. tbe last course, 
^niiesK fffOTisMii, 
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And for the matter whereof it is made. 
Hie mauer is not much. 
Although it be of tuch,^ 

Or wood, or metal, what will last, or fade ; 
So Tanity 

And superstition aroided be. 

>' TDcb:* old woid for doth. 



THB STKAGOGUE. 235 

Nor would it trouble me to see it found 
Of any fashion, 
That can be thought upon, 

Square, oval, many-angled, long, or round : 
If close it be, 

Fix'd, open, moveable, all's one to me. 

And yet, methinks^ at a Communion 
In uniformity 
There's greatest decency, 

And that which maketh most for union : 
But needlessly 

To vary, tends to the breach of charity. 

Yet, rather than 111 give, I will not take 

Offence, if it be given. 

So that I be not driven 
To thwart authority, a party make 

For faction. 
Or side, but seemingly, in the action. 

At a Communion I wish I might 

Have no cause to suspect 
Any, the least, defect 

Of unity and peace, either in sight 
Apparently, 

Or in men's hearts concealed secretly. 

That^ which ordained is to make men one. 
More than before they were. 
Should not itself appear. 

Though but appear, distinctly diverse. None 
Too much can see 

Of what, when most, yet but enough can be. 



nniaoavR, 



Trmhiii wil ^kmrnH, aad ^mxJj who 
Canlidpit? Iflmaj, 
As kalb been done alwaj, 

Brlfebeflft^aiidBoei; I will mys^ do so. 
Of <me aoocnrd 

Hie xnwBiB flfaoold be of one Grod, one Lord. 



OOMMCKION PLATR 



Nktse wiB gM, or silTer, graced thus 

Before. 
To bring this bod j, and this blood, to us 

Is more 
Than to crown Kings, 
Or be made rings, 
For star-like diamonds to ^tter in^ 

No precioos stones are meet to match this bread 

Diyiue. 
Spirits of pearls dissolved would but dead 

This wine. 
This heayenly food 
Is too too good 
To be compared to any earthly thing. 

For such inestunable treasure can 

There be 
Vessels too costly made by any man 1 

Sure he 
That knows the meat 
So good to eat, 
Would wish to see it richly served in. 
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Although 'tdfl true, that sanctit/s not tied 

To state, 
Yet sure Religion should not be envied 

The fate 
Of meaner worth) 
To be set forth 
As best becomes the service of a King. 

A King unto whose cross all Kings must vail 

Their crowns, 
And at his beck in their full course strike sail : 

Whose fix)wn8 
And smiles give date 
Unto their fate, 
And doom them, either unto weal, or woe. 

A King, whose will is justice : and whose word 

Is power, 
And wisdom both. A King, whom to afford 

An hour 
Of service truly 
Performed, and duly, 
Is to bespeak eternity of bliss. 

When such a King offers to come to me 

As food, 
Shall I suppose his carriages can be 

Too good 1 
No : Stars to gold 
Tum'd, never could 
Be rich enough to be employed so. 

If I might wish then, I would have this bread, 

This wine. 



n IHB SnrAOOQUK. 

YoBdrd m vbi the Svn mig^t blush to ahed^ 

His shine. 
Whoi he should see : 
Bat, till that be, 

m rest cntntod widi it, as it is. 



CHURCH-OFFICBRS. 



Stat. Offioos in Churdi 1 Take heed : it is 

A tender mattw to be toudi'd. 
If I chance to sa j any thing amiss, 

Whidi is not fit to be avoudi'd, 
I must expect whole swarms of wasps to sting me, 
Few, OT no bees, honey or wax, to bring me. 

Some would hare none in Church do any thing 

As OflBcers, but gifted men ; 
Others into the number more would bring, 

Than I see warrant for : So then. 
All that I say, 'tis like, will censured be, 
Tiirough prejudice, or partiality. 

But 'tis no matter ; If men censure me. 
They but my fellow-servants are : 

Our Lord allows us all like liberty. 

I write, mine own thoughts to declare, 

Not to please men : and, if I displease any, 

I will not care, so they be of the Many. 
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THE SEXTON. 



Thb Church's key-keeper opens the door, 

And shuts it, sweeps the floor. 
Rings bells, digs graves, and fills them up again ; 

All Emblems unto men, 
Openly owning Christianity, 
To mark, and learn many good lessons by. 

thou that hast the key of Davidy who 

Open'st and shuttest so. 
That none can shut or open after thee. 

Vouchsafe thyself to be 
Our soul's door-keeper, by thy blessed Spirit : 
The lock and key 's thy mercy, not our merit. 

Cleanse thou our sin-soil'd souls from the dirt and dust 

Of every noisome lust. 
Brought in by the foul feet of our affections : 

The besom of afflictions. 
With the blessing of thy Spirit added to it. 
If thou be pleased to say it shall, will do it. 

Lord, ringing changes all our bells hath marr'd. 

Jangled they have, and jarr'd 
So long, the/re out of tune, and out of frame. 

They seem not now the same. 
Put them in frame anew, and once begin 
To tune them so, that they may chime all in. 

Let all our sins be buried in thy grave. 
No longer rant and rave, 



THE CLSSK. 




An ilnl tiie VesBcIs of die Lord 
I>obeirvith one accord 
M;ist stodj to be pure. 
As the J axe : if his holy ere 
Do aDT spot espv. 
He cannot it endure ; 
But most expecteth to be sanctified 
In those come nearest him, and glorified. 

Psalms then are always tuned best, 
When there is most exprest 
The holy Penman's heart : 
All Mnsic is but discord where 
That wants, or doth not bear 
The first and chiefest part. 
Voices, without aflfections answerable. 
When best, to God are most abominable. 
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Thougli ID the blessed Sacraments 
The outward Elements 
Are but as husks and shells : 
Yet ho that knows the kernel's worth, 
If even those send forth 
Some Aromatic smells, 
Will not esteem it waste, lest, Judas-likOj 
Through Manfs side he Chiiat himself should strike. 

Lordj without whom we cannot tell 
How to speak or tliink, well, 
Lend ns thy helping hand, 
'^Chat what we do may pleasing be^ 
Not to ourselves but thee, 
And answer thy command r 
So that, not we alone, but thou may'st say 
Amen to all our prayers, pray'd the right way. 



THE OVERSEER OP THE POOR 



The Church's Almoner takes care, that none 

In their necessity 

Shall unproTided be 
Of maintenance, or employment ; those alone, 

Whom careless Idlenesfl^ 

Or riotous excess, 
Condemns to needless w^ant, he leaves to be 
Chasten'd a while by their own poverty. 

Thou gracious Lord» rich in thyself, dost give 
To all men liberally, 
Upbraiding none. Thine eye 

\% open upon all In thee we live, 

Q 
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^fMi# poor b j^Miit in the vorid mre lidi, 
Akhoaidi not man j sndi : 
And no man needs to gnitch 

Tliirir tiapptncM, who to maintain that pitch, 
Haye a haiid task in hand. 
Nor easily can withstand 
iTtio strong temptations that attend on riches : 

Mountains are more exposed to storms than ditches. 

Homo rich in the world are spiritually poor, 
And destitute of grace, 
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Who may perchance hare place 
In the Church upon earth ; but HeaTen's door 

Too narrow is to admit 

Such camels in at it, 
Till they sell all thej have, that field to buj, 
Wherein the true treasure doth hidden lie. 

Some spiritually poor, and destitute 

Of grace in the world are poor, 
Begging from door to door, 

Accursed both in God's and man's repute, 
Till by their miseries 
Tutored they learn to prize 

Hungering and thirsting after righteousness, 

Whilst they're on earth, their greatest happiness. 

Lord, make me poor in spirit, and relieve 

Me how thou wilt thyself, 

No want of worldly pelf 
Shall make me discontented, fret and grieve. 

I know thine alms are best : 

But, above all the rest. 
Condemn me not unto the hell of riches, 
Without thy grace to countercharm the witches. 



THE CHURCH- WARDEN. 

Thb Church's guardian takes care to keep 
Her buildings always in repair. 

Unwilling that any decay should creep 
On them, before he is aware. 
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Nothing defaced, 

Nothing displaced 
He likea ; but most dotli long and love to i€t 
The living stones orderd as they should be. 

Lord, thou not onlj supervisor art 

Of all our ^vorks, but in aU those. 
Which we dare own, thine is the chiefest part ; 
For there is none of us, that knows 
How to do well ; 
Nor can we tell 
What we shoidd da» unless by thee directed : 
It prospers not that 's by ourselres projected* 

That which we think ourselves to mend, we mar, 

And often make it ten times worse : 
Reforming of Religion by war 

Is the chymic blessing of a curse. 
Great odds it is 
That we shall miss 
Of what we looked for : Thine ends cannot 
By any but by thine own means be got. 

Tis strange we so much dote upon our own 

Deformity, and others gcorn ; 
As if ourselves were beautiful alone ; 

When that which did us most adorn 
We purposely 
Choose to lay by. 
Such decency and order, as did place us 
In highest esteem, and guard as well as grace us. 

Is not thy daughter glorious within. 

When clothed in needle- work without ? 
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Or is't Dot rather both their shame and sin, 
That change her robe into a clout, 

Too narrow, and 

Too thin, to stand 
Her need in any stead, much less to be 
An ornament fit for her high degree ? 

Take pitj on her, Lord, and heal her breaches ; 

Clothe all her enemies with shame : 
All the despite that 's done unto her reaches 
To the dishonour of thj name. 
Make all her sons 
Rich precious stones. 
To shine each of them in his proper place, 
Receiying of thy fulness grace for grace. 





THE DEACON. 


The Deacon I Thaf s the Minister. 

True, taken generally ; 
And without any sinister 

Intent, used specially, 
He's purposely ordain'd to minister. 
In sacred things, to another officer. 



At whose appointment, in whose stead. 

He doth what he should do. 
In some things, not in all : is led 
By Law, and custom too. 
Where that doth neither bid, nor forbid, he 
Thinks this sufficient authority ; 



T* 




prues, 
than sacrifices. 



of tkywlf profess 
M oae tbak served, 
[ iwjJj choosesi to go less, 

Tln^^ mamt so amdi deserred. 
Wkk vkss: face CM wetikenrefbae to be 
EHta d Aj xmate is a low degree ? 



Was bj kumifity ; 
Bai we, ptood geDerstkni, 

No dUfercDoe of degree 
In holr orden will aDow, naj, more, 
AD hoij oiders would turn oat of door. 

Boti if th J {Heoept cannot do 't, 

To make ns humbly serve. 
Nor thj example added to \ 

If still fipom both we swerve, 
Let none of us proceed, till he can tell, 
How to use the oflice of a Deacon well. 

Which by the blessing of thj Spirit, 

Whom thou hast left to be 
Thy Vicar here, we may inherit, 
And minister to thee, 
Though not so well as thou ma/st well expect, 
Yet so, as thou wilt pleased be to accept. 
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THE PRIEST. 

The Priest, I saj, the Presbyter, I mean, 
As now-a^ays he's call'd 

By many men : btit I choose to retain 

The Dame wherewith instaird 

He was at first in our own mother tongue ; 

And doing so, I hope, I do no wrong* 

The Priest, I say, 's a middle Officer, 
Between the Bishop and 

The Deacon ; as a middle oflferer. 

Which in the Church doth stand 

Between God and the people, ready press'd 

In the behalf of both to do his best. 

From him to them ofilers the promises 
Of mercy which he makes ; 

For them to him doth all their faults confess, 
Their prayers and praises takes ; 

And offers for them^ at the tlirone of grace, 

Contentedly attending hia own place. 

The Word and Sacraments, the means of grace* 
He duly doth dispense, 

The flourishes of falsehood to deface. 

With truth^s clear evidence ; 

And sin^s usurped tyranny suppress, 

By adrancing righteousness, aud holiuess. 
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The public censures of the Church he sees 
To execution brought ; 

But nothing rashly of himself decrees* 
Nor coTeta to be thought 

Wiser than his superiors ; whom always 

He actively, or paBsiTely, obeys. 

Lord Jesudj thou the Mediator art 
Of the new Testament, 

And fully didst perform thy double part 
Of God and man, when sent 

To reconcile the world, and to atone 

*Twixt it and heaven^ of two making one. 



Yea, after the order of Melchisedeck, 
Thou art a Priest for ever. 

With perfect righteousness thyself dost deck. 
Such as decayeth never. 

Like to thyself make all thy Priests on earth, 

Bless'd fathers to thy sons of the second birth. 

Thou earnest to do the wiU of him tliat sent thee, 
And didst his honour seek 

More than thine own : well may it then repent the 
Being thyself so meek. 

To have admitted them into the place 

Of sons, that seek their fathers to disgrace. 

Lord, grant that the abuse may be refonn'd, 

Before It ruin bring 
Upon thy poor despised Church, transformed 

As if 'twere no such thing : 
Thou that the God of order art, and peace, 
Make cursed confusion and contention cease. 
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THE BISHOP. 



Ths Bishop ? Yes, why not ? What doth that name 

Import that is unlawful, or unfit ? 

To say the Orerseer is the same 

In substance, and no hurt, I hope, in it : 
But sure if men did not despise the thing, 
Such scorn upon the name thej would not fling. 

Some Priests, some Presbjtera, I mean, woidd be 

Each Overseer of his several cure ; 

But one Superior, to oversee 

Them altogether, thej will not endure : 
This the main difierence is, that I can see. 
Bishops thej would not have, but thej would be. 

But who can show of old that ever anj 
Presbjteries without their Bishops were : 
Though Bishops without Presbjteries manj. 
At first must needs be, almost everj where ? 
That Presbjters fix)m Bishops first arose. 
To assist them, 's probable, not these from those. 

However, a true Bishop I esteem 

The highest Officer the Church on earth 

Can have, as proper to itself, and deem 

A Church without one an imperfect birth. 
If constituted so at first, and maimed. 
If whom it had, it afterwards disclaimed. 

All order first from unit j ariseth. 
And th' essence of it is subordination : 
Whoever this contemns, and that despiseth, 
Maj talk of, but intends not, reformation. 
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*Th not of God, of Nature, or of Art 
To ascribe to all what's proper to one pirt. 

To rule and to be niled are distlncti 
And several duties, severally belong 
To several persons^ can no more be linkU 
In altogether, than amidst the tlirong 
Of nide unrulj passions^ in the heart, 
Reason can see to act her sovereign part 

But a good Bishop, as a tender father. 
Doth teach and rule the Chiirch» and is obej*il ; 
And reverenced by it, so much the ratlier. 
By how much he delighted more to lead 
AU by kis own example in the way. 
Than punish any, when they go astray. 

Lord, thou the Bishop, and chief Shepherd, art 
Of all that flock, which thou hast puitbiaed 
With thine own blood : to them thou dost imput 
The benefits which thou hast merited, 

Teaching, and ruling, by thy blessed Spirit^ 
Their souls in grace, till glory they inherit ; 

The stars which thou dost hold in thy right hand. 
The Angels of the Churches, Lordj direct 
Clearly thy holy will to understand. 
And do accordingly : Let no defect 

Nor fault, no not in our new politics. 

Provoke thee to remove our candlesticks ; 

But let thy Urim and thy Thummim be 
Garments of praise to adorn thine holy ones : 
Light and perfection let all men see 
Brightly shine forth in those rich precioua atones ; 
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Of whom thou wilt make a foundatioDt 
To raise thy oew ITienisalem upon. 

Ancl at the brightness of its rising, let 
All nations with thy people shout for joj : 
Salvation for walk and bulwarks set 
About it, that nothing may it annoy. 

Then the whole world thy Diocess shall be, 
And Bbhops all but Suffi^agans to Thee. 



CHURCH FESTIVALS. 



Maehow of time. Eternity in brief 
Compendiums Epitomized, the chief 
Contents, the Indices, the Title-pages 
Of all past, present, and succeeding ages. 
Sublimate giaces, antedated glories, 

The cream of holiness. 
The inventories 

Of future blessedness. 
The Florilegia of celestial stories. 
Spirits of joys, the relishes and closes 
Of Angels' music, pearls dissolved, roses 
Perfumed, sngar'd honey-combs, dehghts 

Neter too highly prized. 
The marriage rites, 

Which duly solemnized 
Usher espoused souls to bridal nightsi 
Gilded sunbeams, refined Elixirs, 
And quintessential extracts of stars ; 
Who loves not you, doth but in vain profess 
That he lores God, or heaven, or happiness. 
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THE SABBATH, OR LORD'S DAY. 



Hail 

Holy 

King of days, 

The Emperor, 

Or Universal 

Monarch of time, the week's 

Perpetual Dictator. 

Thy 

Beauty 

Far exceeds 

The reach of art, 

To blazon fully ; 

And I thy light eclipse. 

When I most strive to raise 



Vail 

Wholly 

To thy praise, 

For evermore 

Must the rehearsal 

Of all, that honour seels, 

Under the world's Creator. 

My 

Duty 

Yet must needs 

Yield thee mine heart, 

And that not dully : 

Spirits of souls, not lips 

Alone, are fit to praise 





THE ANNUNCIATION, OR LADY-DAY 

Unto the music of tlie spheres 
Let men, and Angels^ join in concert theiiu 
So great a messenger 
Prom heaven to earth 
la seldom seen, 
Attired in so much glory ; 
A measage welcoraer. 

Fraught TS'ith more mirth, 
Ilath neyer been 
Subject of any story : 
Tliis by a double right, if any, may 
^K Be truly styled the world's birth-day, 

^P The making of the world ne'er cost 
F So dean by much, as to redeem it lost* 
God said but. Let it he^ 
And every thing 
Wa8 made straightway, 
So as he saw it good : 
But ere that he coidd see 
A course to bring 
Man gone astray 
To the place where he stood, 
is wisdom with his mercy, for roan's sake, 
Against his justice part did take. 




And the result was this day's news 
■Able the messenger himself to amuse, 
As well as her, to whom 
By him ^tw^as told, 
That though she were 
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A Virgin pure, and knew 
No man, yet in her womb 
A son she should 
Conceive and beai; 
As sure as God was true. 
Such high place in his fayonr she possessed, 
Being among all women bless'd. 

But bless'd especially in this, 
That she believed, and for eternal bliss 
J Relied on him, whom she 
Herself should bear, 
And her own son 
Took for her Saviour. 
And if there an j be, 
That when they hear, 
As she had done, 
Suit their behaviour, 
They may be blessed, as she was, and 
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Or rather neither, but a treasure 
Unconfined without measure, 
Whose centre, and circumference, 
Including all pre-eminence, 
Excluding nothing but defect. 
And mfinite in each respect, 
Is equally both here and there^ 
Aud now, and then^ and every where. 
And always^ one, himself, the same, 
A being far above a name. 
Draw nearer then, and freely pour 
Forth all thy light into that hour, 
Which was croM^ed with his birth, 
And made heaven envy earth. 

Let not hi^ birth-day clouded be, 
By whom thou shinest, and we seep 
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THE CIRCUMCISION, OR NEW-YEAR'S DAY, 

SoBEOW betide my sins I Must smart so soon 
Seize on my Saviour's tender flesh scarce grown 

Unto an eighth day's age 1 

Can nothing else assuage 
The wrath of heaven, but his infant-blood T 
Innocent Infant, infinitely good 1 

la this thy welcome to the world* great God ! 
No sooner bom, but subject to the rod 

Of sin-incensed wrath ? 

Alas t what pleasure hath 
Thy Father's justice to begin thy passion, 
Almost together with thine incarnation 1 
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Is it to antedate thj death ? to indite 

Thv condemnaticm himisel^ and write 
The oopj with thj blood, 
Since nothing is so good 1 

Or, is 't bj this experiment to tiy. 

Whether thou beest born mortal, and canst die ? 

If man mnst needs draw blood of God, jet why 

Stavs he not tiU thj time be come to die ? 
Didst thon thns earij bleed 
For ns to show what need 

We hare to hasten nnto thee as fast ; 

And learn that all the time is lost that's pass'd^ 

Tis true, we should do so : Yet in this blood 
There's something else, that must be understood ; 
It seals thj corenant^ 
That so we maj not want 

Witness enoiidi auaingt tlice. tti 
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blessed change I Tet, rightly understood, 
That blood was water, and this water 's blood. 

What shall I give again, 

To recompense thy pain ? 
Lord, take revenge upon me for this smart : 
To quit thy fore-skin, circumcise my heart. 



THE EPIPHANY, OR TWELFTH-DAY. 

Great, without controversy great. 
They that do know it wiU confess 
The mystery of godliness ; 

Whereof the Gospel doth intreat. 

• 
God in the flesh is manifest. 

And that which hath for ever been 

Invisible, may now be seen, 
The eternal Deity new drest. 

Angels to shepherds brought the news : 
And Wise men, guided by a Star, 
To seek the Sun, are come from far : 

Gentiles have got the start of Jews. 

The stable and the manger hide 
His glory from his own ; but these 
Though strangers, his resplendent rays 

Of Majesty divine have spied. 

Gold, frankincense, and myrrh, they give ; 
And worshipping him plainly show. 
That unto him they all things owe, 

By whose free gift it is they live. 
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Though donded in a veil of flesh. 
The Son of Righteousness appears^ 
Melting cold cares^ and firostj fears^ 

And making joys spring up a&esh. 

that his li^t and influence, 
Would work effectually in me 
Another new Epiphany, 

Exhale, and eleyate me hence : 

That, as my calling doth require. 
Star-like I may to others shme ; 
And guide them to that Sun divine. 

Whose day-light neyer shall expire I 



THE PASSION, OR GOOD FRIDAY. 



This day my Saviour died : and do I live 1 
What, hath not sorrow slain me yet ? 

Did the immortal God vouchsafe to give 
Ilis life for mine, and do I set 

More by my wretched life, than he by his, 
So full of glory, and of bliss ? 

Did his free mercy, and mere love to me, 
Make him forsake his glorious throne, 

And mount a cross, the stage of infamy. 
That so he might not die alone ; 

But dying suffer more through grief and shame, 
Than mortal men have power to name ? 
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And can iugratitude so far prevail^ 

To keep me living still ? Alas I 
Methinks some thorn out of his crown, some nail» 

At least his spear, might pierce, and pass 
Thorough, and thorough, till it rived mine hearty 

As the right death-deserving part. 

And doth he not erpect it should be so ? 

Would he lay down a price so great. 
And not look that his purchases should grow 

Accordingly? Shall I defeat 
His just desire ? no, it cannot be : 

His death must needs be death to me. 

My life's not mine, but his : for he did die 

That I might live : yet died so, 
Tliat being dead he was alive ; and I 

Thorough the gates of death must go 
To live with him : yea^ to live by him here 

Is a part in his death to bear* 

Die then, dull soul, and if thon canst not die. 

Dissolve thyself into a Sea 
Of living tcarsj whose Btreanis may ne'er go dry, 

Nor turned be another way. 
Till they have drown'd all joys, but those alone, 

Which sorrow claimeth for its own. 



For sonow hath its joys : and I am glad 
That I would grieve, if I do not : 

But, if I neither could, nor would, be sad 
And sorrowfxilj this day, my lot 

Would be to grieve for ever, with a grief 
Uncapable of all relict 
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No grief was like that, which he grieved for me, 
A greater grief than can be told : 

And like mj grief for him no grief shonld be, 
If I conld grieve so, as I would : 

But what I wonld^ and cannot, he doth see. 
And will accept, that died for me. 

Lord, as thj grief and death for me are mine. 
For thou hast given them unto me ; 

So mj desires to grieve and die are thine, 
For they are wrought only by thee. 

Not for my sake then, but thine own, be pleased 
With that, which thou thyself hast raised. 



THE RESURRECTION, OR EASTER-DAY. 



Up, and away, 

Thy Saviour's gone before. 
Why dost thou stay, 

Dull soul ? Behold, the door 
Is open, and his Precept bids thee rise, 
Whose power hath vanquished all thine enemies. 

Say not, I live, 

Whilst in the grave thou liest : 
He that doth give 

Thee life would have thee prize *t 
More highly than to keep it buried, where 
Thou canst not make the fruits of it appear. 
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Is rottenness, 

And dust so pleasant to thee. 
That happiness^ 

And heaven, cannot woo thee, 
To shake thy shackles off, and leave behind thee 
Those fetters, which to death and hell do bind thee 1 

In vain thou sa/st. 

Thou art buried with thy Saviour, 
If thou delay'st* 

To show, by thy behaviour. 
That thou art risen with him ; Till thou shine 
Like him, how canst thou say his light is thine 1 

Early he rose. 

And with him brought the day, 
Which all thy foes 

Frighted out of the way : 
And wilt thou sluggard-like turn in thy bed. 
Till noon-sun beams draw up thy drowsy head ? 

Open thine eyes. 

Sin-seized soul, and see 
What cobweb-ties 

They are, that trammel thee ; 
Not profits, pleasures, honours, as thou thinkest ; 
But loss, pain, shame, at which thou vainly winkest 

All that is good 

Thy Saviour dearly bought 
With his heart's blood ; 

And it must there be sought^ 
Where he keeps residence, who rose this day : 
Linger no longer then ; up, and away. 
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THE ASC?ENSION, OR HOLY THURSDAY. 

IfousT, iiioant» my soiQ, and dimb, or rather fly 
With all thy force on high. 

Thy Sarionr rose not only, but ascended ; 
And he must be attended 

Both in his conquest and his triumph too. 
His Tories strongly woo 

His gnoes to them, and will not appear 

In their full histre, until both be there. 

Where he now sits, not for himself alone. 

But that upon his throne 
All his redeemed may attendants be 

Robed, and crown'd as he. 
Kings without Courtiers are lone men, they say ; 

And dost thou think to stay 
Behind on earth, whilst thy King reigns in heaTen, 
Yet not be of thy happiness bereaven ? 

Nothing that thou canst think worth having 's here. 

Nothing b wanting there, 
That thou canst wish, to make thee truly blest. 

And, above all the rest, 
Thy life is hid with God in Jesus Christ, 

Higher than what is high'st. 
grovel then no longer here on earth, 
Where misery every moment drowns thy mirth. 

But tower, my soul, and soar above the skies, 
Where thy true treasure lies. 



THE STlf AGOaUE. 263 

Though with corraption and mortalitj 

Thou clogg'd and pinioned be ; 

Yet thj fleet thoughts, and sprightly wishes, may 
Speedily glide away. 

To what thou canst not reach, at least aspire, 

Ascend, if not in deed, yet in desire. 



WHIT-SUNDAY. 

Nat, startle not to hear that rushing wind, 
Wherewith this place is shaken : 

Attend a while, and thou shalt quickly find. 
How much thou art mistaken ; 

If thou think here 
Is any cause of fear. 

Seest thou not how on those twelve reverend heads 
Sit cloven tongues of fire ? 

And as the rumour of that wonder spreads, 
The multitude admire 

To see it : and 
Yet more amazed stand 

To hear at once so great variety 

Of language from them come. 

Of whom they dare be bold to say they be 
Bred no where but at home, 

And never were 
In place such words to hear. 

Mock not, profane despisers of the Spirit, 
At what's to you unknown : 
This earnest he hath sent, who must inherit 
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AH mtions as his own : 
Tliat die J maj know 
How mndi to him thej owe. 

Now diat be is ascended np on high 
To his celestial throne, 

And hath led captive all a^tivit j. 
Hell not leceire alone, 

Bnt likewise gire 
Gifts unto all that live ; 

To all that live bj him, that thej may be, 
In his due time, each one, 

Partakers with him in his yictoiy. 
Nor he triumph alone ; 

But take iJl his 
Unto him where he is. 

To fit them for which blessed state of glory, 
This is his agent here : 

To publish to the World that happy story. 
Always, aod every where, 

This resident 
Embassador is sent 

Heaven's lieger upon earth to counter-work 
The mines that Satan made, 

And bring to light those enemies, that lurk 
Under sin's gloomy shade : 

That hell may not 
Still boast what it hath got. 

Thus Babel's curse, confusion, is retrieved ; 

Diversity of tongues 
By this division of the Spirit relieved : 
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And to prevent all wrongs, 

One faith unites 
People of different rites. 

let his entertainment then be such 

As doth him best befit : 
Whaterer he requireth think not much 

Freely to yield him it : 
For who doth this 

Reaps the first-fruits of bliss. 

TRINITY SUNDAY. 

Grace, Wit, and Art, assist me ; for I see 
The subject of this day's solemnity 
So far excels in worth. 

That sooner may 

I drain the sea, 

Or drive the day 

With light away. 
Than fully set it forth. 
Except you join all three to take my part. 
And chiefly Grace fill both my head and heart. 

Stay, busy soul, presume not to enquire 
Too much of what Angels can but admire, 
And never comprehend : 

The Trinity 

In Unity, 

And Unity 

In Trinity, 
All reason doth transcend. 
God Father, Son God, and God Holy Ghost, 
Who most admireth, magnifieth most. 
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And who most magnifies best nnderstands, 
And best expresseth what the heads, and hands, 
And hearts, of all men living, 
When most they tiy 
To giorifj, 
And raise on high, 
Fall short, and lie, 
Grovelling below : Man's giving 
Is but restoring by retail, with loss. 
What from his God he first received in gross. 

Faith must perform the office of invention, 
And Elocution, struck with apprehension 
Of wonder, silence keep. 

Not tongues^ but eyes 

Ifift to the skies 

In reverend wise, 

Best solemnize 
This day : whereof the deep 
Mysterious subject lies out of the reach 
Of wit to learn, much more of Art to teach. 

Then write non Ultra here ; Look not for leave 
To speak of what thou never canst conceive 
Worthily, as thou shouldst : 

And it shall be 

Enough for thee, 

If none but he 

Himself doth see, 
Though thou canst not, thou wouldst 
Make his praise glorious, who is alone 
Thrice blessed one in three, and three in one. 
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INVITATION. 

Then in^ mj Lord, tiim id to me ; 

Mine heart's a homely place ; 
But thou canst make cormption flee, 

Aod fill it with thy grace ; 
So furnished it will he brave. 
And a rich dwelling thou shalt have. 



It was thy lodging once before, 

It builded was by thee : 
But I to sia set ope the door. 

It rendered was by me. 
And so thy building waa defaced^ 
And in thy room another placed. 

But he usurps, the riglit is thine : 

dispossess him, Lord. 
Do thou but say, This heart is mine, 

He's gone at the first word. 
Thy word's thy wUl, thy will's thy power, 
Thy time is always ; now's mine hour. 

Now say to sin, depart : 
And, Son, give me thine heart 
ThoUj that by saying, Let it be^ didst make it, 
Canst, if thou wilt, by saying. Give H me^ take it 
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COMPORT Df EXTREMITY. 

Alas ! mj IxHtL is gping, 

Oh m J woe ! 
It win be mine undoing ; 

If he go, 
in ran ind OTeitake him : 

If he stay, 
in cry aload, and mi^e him 

Look this way. 
staj, m J Lord, my Lore, 'tis I ; 
Comfort me qnickl j, or I die. 

Chsar up Ay drooping spirits^ 

I amhare. 
Mine aUrSvfficimt merits 

ShaU appear 
Before the throne of glory 

In thy stead: 
rUput into thy story 

What I did 
Lift up thine eyeSj sad soul, and see 
Thy Saviour here. Lo, I am he. 

Alas ! shall I present 

My sinfulness 
To thee ? thou wilt resent 

The loathsomeness. 
Be not afraidy FU take 

Thy Sins on me. 
And all my favour make 

To shine on thee. 
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Lord, what thoult have me, thou most make me. 
As I have made thee now, I take thee. 



RESOLUTION AND ASSURANCR 

LoBD, thou wilt love me. Wilt thou not ? 
Beshrew that not : 
It was mj sin begot 
That Question first : Yes, Lord, thou wilt : 
Thy blood was spilt 
To wash awaj mj guilty 
Lord, I will love thee. Shall I not ? 
Beshrew that not. 
^was death's accursed plot 
To put that question ; Yes, I will, 
Lord, loYe thee still. 
In spite of all mj ilL 
Then life, and love continue still 
We shall, and will, 
Mj Lord and I, until, 
In his celestial hill. 
We love our fill, 
When he hath purged all mine ilL 



VOWS BROKEN AND RENEWED. 

Said I not so, that I would sin no more ? 

Witness my God, I did ; 
Yet I am run again upon the score : 

My faults cannot be hid. 



Wkas sball I da ! Madbe towb, and break tliem itill! 

Twin be btt labov lost! 
Mr sQod eiBaa4 pcenfl again^ mine ill : 

Tbe billies viU be crost 

(X sa J BOt so : dun cmdsA not tdl wbat strength 
Tbj God Baj gire tbee at the length : 

Renew thj Jom% and if thoa keep the last^ 
Thr God win poidon all that's past 

Vow. whilst then canst; while thoa canst row, thou ou 

Pdhaps pei&nn it, what thoa thinkest leasL 

Thj God hath not denied thee aD, 
Whilst he permitB thee bot to caQ : 
Call to th J God for grace to keep 
Thj TOWS ; and if tlMia break them, weep. 
Weep for thj l»oken tows^ and tow again : 
Vows made with tears cannot be still in Tain. 
Then once again 
I TOW to mend mj ways ; 
Lord, saj Amen, 
And thine be all the praise. 



CONFUSION. 

HOW my mind 

Is graTcIl'd ! 
Not a thought, 
That I can find, 

But's ravell'd 
All to nought. 
Short ends of threads, 

And narrow shreds 
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Of lists,! 
Knot snarled ruffs, 

Loose broken tufts 

Of twists, 
Are my torn meditation's ragged dotting, 
Which, wound and woven shape a suit for nothing : 
One while I think, and then I am in pain 
To think how to unthink that thought again. 

How can my soul 

But famish 
With this food? 
Pleasure's full bowl 

Tastes ramish,^ 
Taints the blood. 
Profit picks bones. 

And chews on stones 

That choke : • 

Honour climbs hills. 

Fats not, but fills 
With smoke. 
And whilst my thoughts are greedy upon these. 
They pass by pearls, and stoop to pick up pease. 
Such wash and draff is fit for none but swine : 
And such I am not, Lord, if I am thine. 
Clothe me anew, and feed me then afresh ; 
Else my soul dies famish'd, and starved with flesh. 

* ^ lists,' * snarled ruffs,' &c. : old pieces of dress. — * ^ Ramish : ' what is 
called in Scotland * wersh/ t. e., tasteless. 
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A PARADOX. 

THE WOESE THE BETTEB. 

Welcome mine health : this sickness makes me well 

Medicines adieu : 
When with diseases I have list to dwell, 

111 wish for yoiL 

Welcome mj strength : this weakness makes me able 

Powers adieu : 
When I am weary grown of standing stable, 

ril wish for you. 

Welcome my wealth : this loss hath gain'd me more. 

Riches adieu : 
When I again grow greedy to be poor, 

111 wish for you. 
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Blest be that hand, that helps by hurting, gives 
By taking, by forsaking me relieves. 
If in my fall my rising be thy will, 
Lord, I will say, The worse the better still. 
Ill speak the Paradox, maintam thou it, 
And let thy grace supply my want of wit. 

Leave me no learning that a man may see. 

So I may be a scholar unto thee. 



INMATES. 

A HOUSE I had (a heart, I mean), so wide, 

And full of spacious rooms on every side. 
That viewing it I thought I might do well. 

Rather than keep it void, and make no gain. 

Of what I could not use, to entertain 

Such guests as came : I did ; But what befell 
Me quickly in that course, I sigh to telL 

A guest I had (alas ! I have her still), 
A great big bellied guest, enough to fill 

The vast content of hell. Corruption. 
By entertaining her, I lost my right 
To more than all the world hath now in sight. 

Each day, each hour, almost, she brought forth one, 

Or other base begot Transgression. 

The charge grew great. I, that had lost before 

All that I had, was forced now to score 
For all the charges of their maintenance 

In dooms-day book : Whoever knew 't would say 

The least sum there was more than I could pay. 
When first 'twas due, besides continuance. 
Which could not choose but much the debt enhance. 
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To ease me first I wished her to remoye : 
But she would not. I sued her then aboTe, 

And begg'd the Coui-t of heaven but m vain 
To cast lier out. Xo, I could not evade 
The bargain, which she pleaded I had made. 
That, whilst both lived, I should entertain, 
At mine own charge, both her and all her train. 



No help then, but or I must die or she ; 

And yet my death of no avail would be : 
For one death I liad died already then, 

When first she lived in me : and now to die 

Another death again were but to tie. 

And twist them both into a third, which when 
It once hath seized on, never looseth men. 



Her death might be my life ; but her to kill 
I, of myself, had neither power nor wilL 

So desperate was my case. Whilst I dekv'd. 
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What Grace and Truth do oflFer liberally. 

Boontj said, Gome. I heard it, and belicyed ; 

None ever there complaiiv'd but was relieved. 
Hope waiting upon Faith said instantly, 
That thenceforth I should live, Corruption die. 

And so she died, I live. But yet, alas ! 

We are not parted : She is where she was. 

Cleaves fast unto me still, looks through mine eyes, 

Speaks in my tongue, and museth in my mind. 

Works with mine hands : her body 's left behind, 
Although her soul be gone. My miseries 
All flow from hence ; from hence my woes arise. 

I loathe myself, because I leave her not ; 

Yet cannot leave her. No, she is my lot. 
Now being dead, that living was my choice ; 

And still, though dead, she both conceives and bears, 

Many faults daily, and as many fears : 

All which for vengeance call with a loud voice. 
And drown my comforts with their deadly noise. 

Dead bodies kept unburied quickly stink 
And putrefy. How can I then but think 

Corruption noisome, even mortified ? 
Though such she were before, yet such to me 
She seemed not. Kind fools can never see. 
Or will not credit, until they have tried, 
That friendly looks oft false intents do hide. 

But mortified Corruption lies unmask'd. 
Blabs her own secret filthiness unask'd, 

To all that understand her. That do none 



vith ddi^t: 
if jlE jisnsves tkoB of tfaor sight; 
as vpon their own, 
Kentifiil alone. 



Ctnf put of Be is dead ; 
Yff ihas which lires is led, 
. o^GiY uito sin, 
I aa a firing gnxe, 
\n£ a OBai loSr I wadna aie hare. 
I^ wane tort rf die better, oft dodi win : 
\n£ wiiB£ I flk:«U have ended, I begin. 




Td; jisoc wiQiii {^ote se. were it not that grace 
Sifiii!««aiiis PsnKiBaft& to petfinne the piaoe 

Visa. ^K&jon ef ^ Spirit. wUdi do ease me, 
Atjc xKonficcpaise CnnpQOBL Kessed Spirit, 
JLidiiiiisiii eaemi vsnae&ts be uj* nent^ 

Ai»£ oTiLTseSf TnKeresaoiis onlj please me, 
Aii rra:^ *a>:*rii being lerired to raise me. 

CLiZLfTcre iii» CTTL Lei not iDtruders hold 
AriiiiSi lij ri^i. wbax to mj wrong I sold. 

K^riz^i: ik» 5Ca:e rnvselC bat tenancy, 
Ai»i teucx-T ai wiiL what could I grant 
TLiS i> ax redded, if thou saj, Araunt ! 

sf^eak the woid. and make these inmates flee : 
Or, ^hkh is one, take me to dwell with thee. 
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THE CURB. 

Peace, rebel thought : dost thou not know thy King, 

My God, is here ? 
Cannot his presence, if no other thing. 

Make thee forbear ? 
Or were he absent, all the fitanders by 

Are but his spies : 
And well he knows, if thou shouldst it deny. 

Thy words were lies. 
If others will not, yet I must, and will, 

Myself complain. 

My God, even now a base rebellious thought 

Began to move, 
And subtly twining with me would have wrought 

Me from thy love : 
Fain he would have me to believe, that Sin 

And thou might both 
Take up my heart together for your Inn, 

And neither loathe 
The other's company : a while sit still. 

And part again. 

Tell me, my God, how this may be redrest : 

The fault is great, 
And I the guilty party have confest, 

I must be beat. 
And I refuse not punishment for this, 

Though to my pain ; 
So I may learn to do no more amiss, 

Nor sin again : 



Oacxs. IX& f* liinr -vih : be ladi me then, 
lijiii I aiftii ox 

IjjTZ s iL T xdt. TwcVnT;tf I bmd thee saj, 

T^as l&^«cr'« eased : 
Tht ZhSiSL uoA k cocfes'd. is done avaj, 

Ai»i ibGf2 in pleMPd.. 
Ho^ GUi I s£ il£issl ismI vtok ihee dieo. 

Tittx dotst T^eau 
Ai»d cease i^dzte anf? sxnisbt. as soon as men 

I>o but repeat ! 
Xa rebel lifoociit : for if tiioa more again, 

111 tell that tea 



THE LOSS. 

The match is made 

Between my Lore and me : 

And iherefore glad 

And merry now 111 be. 
Come, glon\ crown 
My head ; 

And pleasures, drown 
My bed 

Of thorns in down. 
Son-ow, be gone ; 
Delight 

And joy alone 
Befit 

My honey-moon. 
Be packing now, 

You cumb'rous cares, and fears ; 
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Mirth will allow 

No room to sighs and tears. 
Whilst thus I lay, 

As ravished with delight, 
I heard one saj. 

So fools their friends requite. 
I knew the voice, 

My Lord's, 

And at the noise 

His words 

Did make, arose. 
I look'd, and spied 

Each where, 

And loudly cried, 

My dear ; 

But none replied : 
Then to my grief 

I found my Love was gone. 
Without relief, 

Leaving me all alone. 



THE SEARCH. 

Whitheb, oh 1 whither is my Lord departed ? 
What can my Love, that is so tender-hearted. 
Forsake the soul, which once he thorough darted, 
As if it never smarted ? 

No, sure my Love is here, if I could find him : 
He that fills all can leave no place behind him. 
But oh ! my senses are too weak to wind him : 
Or else I do not mind him. 



SI *e: iT3Lii»:*&rM. 



r JUL Z smiL jmL IOC s* k I oi^ht ; 

^V 4K& iillL 9 Ar I 15 iaa V^fcS SOi^U 

JBEC irj'^isf, ht deaih- bought 
Kf . u jc v;iti aoM for nongfat. 



3as: I wPi ^vmmofiL iedl lasit Bade me sound ; 
Lifis: miL msBL, iv -viisil I xnt vk found : 
?TnL -nac ^sadss^i ik^ iav? ckc to the groand : 
Xj sni^ ij« HloI have drownU 

rd mL in. ' %L se iai:«i ik^e cutst tell), 
Lure, ic s^ 1& -viicR i2t?i ut goae to dvell : 
Tjsl jl :h,-r Mteeax lettves kseif is hell : 

netswelL 



Ci^ X :3iiiL Msc lax. s:mt. bss colj hidest 
T!\ J TRsemsK 3l ^ p&ice where thoa abidest, 
TiifeA mr SK SKRd jx^ wUdh thoa proiidest 
F:r al tiban. vhom thon goidest, 

?: 5«i Mil ±231 iii=^i :t. ELfe here 111 lie, 
Vi'zL rij.TL iac 3i»». I: imc l« me die, 
'TiiiJ miiT -arc rri?e ::r Ire do err. 

Ticc C3es5 as well as L 

F:r. r ib:<t b^ ri ne. azjd I in thee, 
Tbf ii Ci^«*r rcci a^^e, or dead must be : 
Ai Irfia^ I^ AT SIT deadi on thee, and see 
Ix* tbca wilt not agree. 

FvY. ibcx^ii tboG be the Judge thjsel£ I hare 
ThT preciise for it» which thou canst not wave. 
That who salration at thine hands do crave. 
Thou wilt not fail to save. 
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seek, and find me then ; or else deny 
Thy truth, thyself Oh ! thou that catist not lie, 
Show til) self constant to thy word, dravf nigh. 
Find mc* Lo, liei'e I lie* 



THE RETURN. 

IjfO, now my Love appears ; 

My tears 
Have cleared mine eyes : f see 
'Tis he. 
ink% blessed Lord, thine absence was my hell ; 
And, now thou art returned, T am well. 



By this I see I must 

Not trust 
My joys unto myself : 
This shelf, 
Of too secure, and too presumptuous pleasure, 
Had almost sunk my eliip, and drown 'd my treasure* 

Who would have thought a joy 

So coy 
To be offended so, 
^^ And go 

rSo suddenly away 1 As if enjoying 
Full pleasure and contentment, were annoying* 

Hereafter I had need 

Take heed. 
Joys, amongst other things, 

Have wings. 
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Aad viick their oppoftnnitics of flight, 
Ccffli^cnzv i> A Booni day to night. 



Bbl is t ^KM^ for me 

To be 
InsDucied to be wise! 

Aad leftd a kctme unto them that are 
WiISi]^ to learn, hov ocxnfbrt dwells with care. 

He that his jojs would keep 

Must weep; 
And in the brine of tears 
And fears 
Most {ocUe them. That powder will preserve : 
Faith with repentance is the soul's conserve. 

Learn to make mndi of care : 

A rare 
And precious balsam 'tis 
For bliss ; 
Whidi oft resides, where mirth with sorrow meets : 
Hearenlj jovs on earth are bitter-sweets. 



INUNDATIONS. 



Wb talk of Noah's flood, as of a wonder ; 
And well we may ; 
The Scriptures say, 
The water did prevail, the hills were under, 
And nothing could be seen but sea. 
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And jet there are two other floods surpass 

That flood, as far, 

As heayen one star. 
Which many men regard, as little, as 
The ordinariest things that are. 

The one is Sin, the other is Salvation : 

And we must need 

Confess indeed, 
That either of them is an inundation. 
Which doth the deluge far exceed. 

In Noah's flood he and his household lived : 

And there abode 

A whole Ark-load 
Of other creatures, that were then reprieved : 
All safely on the waters rode. 

But when Sin came, it overflowed all. 

And left none free : 

Nay, even he. 
That knew no sin, could not release my thrall. 
But that he was made sin for me ; 

And, when Salvation came, my Saviour's blood 

Drown'd Sin again. 

With all its train 
Of evils, overflowing them with good, 
With good that ever shall remain. 

0, let there be one other inundation. 
Let Grace overflow 
In my soul so. 
That thankfulness may level with Salvation, 
And sorrow Sin may overgrow. 
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Then will I praise mj Lord and SaTiour so, 
That Angels shall 
Admire man's fall. 

When thej shall see God's greatest gloiy grow, 
Where Satan thought to root out all. 



SIN. 

Sin, I would fain define thee ; but thou art 

An uncouth thing : 

All that I bring 
To show thee fully, shows thee but in part. 

I call thee the transgression of the Law, 

And yet I read 

That Sin is dead 
Without the Law ; and thence its strength doth draw. 

I say thou art the sting of death. Tis true : 
^ And yet I find 
Death comes behind : 
The work is done before the pay be due. 

I say thou art the devil's work ; Yet he 

Should much rather 

Call thee father ; 
For he had been no devil but for thee. 

What sliall I call thee then ? If death and devil, 

Right understood, 

Be names too good, 
rU say thou art the quintessence of evil. 




TRAVELS AT HOME, 

Oft liare I is^ish'd a traveller to be : 
Miu€ eyes did cvea itch the sights to see. 
That I had heard and read of. Oft I have 
Been greedj of occasion, as tlie grave, 
That never says, enough ; yet still was crost, 
When opportunities had promised most. 
At last I said, What meanest thou, wandering elf^ 
To straggle thusl Go travel first thjself. 
Thy littlo world can show thee wonders great : 
The greater may have more, but not more neat 
And cnriotis pieces. Search, and thou shalt find 
Enough to talk of. If thou wUt, thy mind 
Europe supplies, and Asia thy will. 
And Afric thine affections. And if still 
Thou list to travel further, put thy senses 
Fur both the Indies. Make no more pretences 
Of new discoveries^ whilst yet thine own. 
And nearest, little world is still unknown. 
Away then with thy quadrants, compasses, 
Globes, tables, cards, and maps, and minute glasses 
Ijay by thy journals, and thy diaries^ 
Close up thine annals, and thine histories. 
Study thyself, and read what thou bast writ 
In thine own book, thy conscience. Is it fit 
To labour after other knowledge so. 
And thme own nearest, dearest, self not know ? 
Travels abroad both dear and dangeious are, 
Whilst oft the soul pays for the body's fare : 
Travels at home are cheap, and safe. Salvation 
Comes mounted on the wings of meditation. 
Ife that doth live cU home, and learns to know 
God and kinisel/^ needeih no further go. 
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THE JOURNEY. 

Life is a joiimey. Prom our mothers' wombs, 
As houses, we set out : and in our tombs^ 
As inns, we rest, till it be time to rise. 
Twixt rocks and gulfs our narrow foot-path lies : 
Haughty presumption and hell-deep despair 
Make our way dangerous, though seeming fair. 
The world, with its enticements sleek and sly. 
Slabbers our steps, and makes them slippery. 
The flesh, with its corruptions, clogs our feet, 
And burdens us with loads of lusts unmeet. 
The devil, where we tread, doth spread his snares, 
And with temptations takes us unawares. 
Our footsteps are our thoughts, our words, our work 
These carry us along ; in these there lurks 
Envy, lust, avai'ice, ambition. 
The crooked turnings to perdition. 
One while we creep amongst the thorny brakes 
Of worldly profits ; and the devil takes 
Delight to see us pierce ourselves with sorrow 
To-day, by thinking what may be to-morrow. 
Another while we wade, and wallow in 
• Puddles of pleasure : and we never lin ^ 
Daubing ourselves, with dirty damned delights, 
Till self-begotten pain our pleasure frights. 
Sometimes we scramble to get up the banks 
Of icy honour ; and we break our ranks 
To step before our fellows ; though, they say, 
He soonest tireth, that still leads the way. 

* * Lin : ' cease. 
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Sometimes, when others justle and prOYoke us, 

We stir that dust ourselves, that serves to choke us ; 

And raise those tempests of contention, which 

Blow U3 beside the way into the ditch. 

Our minds should be otir guides ; but thej are blind 

Our wilU outrun our wits, or hig behind, 

Our furious passions, like unbridled jades, 

Ilurrj us headlong to the infei"nal shades. 

If God be not our guide, our guard, our friend, 
Kternal deatli will be our journey's end 



ENGINEa 



Men often find, when Nature's at a stand. 
And hath in vain tried all her utmost strength. 
That Art, her Ape. can reach her out a liand. 
To piece her powers with to a full length. 

And may not Grace have means enough in store 
Wlierewith to do as much as that, and more t 

She may : she hath engines of every kind, 
To work, what Art and Nature, when they view, 
Stupendous miracles of wonder find. 
And yet must needs acknowledge to be true ; 
So far transcending all their power and might, 
That they amazed stand even at the sight. 

Take but three instances ; Faith, Hope, and Lotc, 
Souls help'd by the pcrspectiTe glass of Faith 
Are able to pcrceiTc what is above 
Tlje reach of Reason : yea, the Scripture saith, 
Even hiui that is invisible behold^ 
And future things, as if thoyM been of old. 
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Faith looks into the secret Cabinet 
Of God's eternal Counsels^ and doth see 
Such mysteries of glory there, as set 
Believing hearts on longing, till they be 
Transformed to the same image, and appear 
So altered, as if themselyes were there. 

Faith can raise earth to heaven, or draw down 

Heaven to earth, make both extremes to meet, 

Felicity and misery, can crown 

Reproach with honour, season sour with sweet. 
Nothing's impossible to Faith : a man 
May do all things that he believes he can. 

Hope founded upon Faith can raise the heart 

Above itself in expectation 

Of what the soul desireth for its part : 

Then, when its time of transmigration 
Is delayed longest, yet as patiently 
To wait, as if 'twere answer'd by and by. 

When grief unwieldy grows, Hope can abate 

The bulk to what proportion it will : 

So that a large circumference of late 

A little centre shall not reach to fill. 

Nor tliat, which giant-like before did strout,^ 
Be able with a pigmy's pace to hold out. 

Hope can disperse the thickest clouds of niglit, 
That fear hath overspread the soul w^itbal ; 
And make the darkest shadows shine as bright 
As the Sunbeams spread on a silver wall. 

Sin-shaken souls Hope anchor-like holds steady, 
When storm and tempests make them more than g 

* * Strout : ' strut. 
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Lore led by Faith, and fed with Hope, is able 
To travel through the world's wide wilderneii ; 
And burdens seeming most intolerable 
Both to take up, and bear with cheerful ness* 
To do, or suffer, what appears in sight 
Extremely heavy, Love will make most light. 

Yea, what by men is done, or suffered, 

Either for God, or else for one another, 

Though in itself it be much blemished 

With many imperfections, which smother, 

And drown, the worthi and weight of it ; yet* fivU 
Wliat willj or caBj Love makes amends for all 

e doth unite, and knit, both make, and keep 
iigs one together, which were otherwise, 
Or would be both diverse, and distant. Deep, 
High, long, and broad, or whatsoever size 
Eternity is of, or happiness^ 
Lore comprehends it all, be 't more or less. 

Give me this threefold cord of graces then, 

Faith, Hope, and Love, let them possess mine heart. 

And gladly Fll resign to other men 

All 1 can claim by Nature or by Art. 

To mount a soul, and make it still stand stable, 
These are alone Engines incomparable. 
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Old men go to Death, Death oomes to jomig men. 

Man proposeth, God diqxisetL 

He begins to die, that quits his desires. 

A handful of good life is better than a bushel of Leandng. 

He that studies his content, wants it 

Byery day brings its bread with it 

Humble hearts hare humble desires. 

He that stumbles and falls not, mends his pace. 

The house shows the owner. 

He that gets out of debt, grows rich. 

All is well with him who is beloved of his neighbours. 

Building and marrying of Children are great wasters. 

A good bargain is a pick-purse. 

The scalded dog fears cold water. 

Pleasing ware is half sold. 

Light burdens, long borne, grow heavy. 

The Wolf knows what the ill beast thinks. 

Who hath none to still him, may weep out his eyes. 

When all sins grow old, covetousness is young. 

If ye would know a knave, give him a staff. 

You cannot know wine by the barrel. 

A cool mouth, and warm feet, live long. 

A horse made, and a man to make. 

Look not for musk in a dog's kennel. 



JACITLA PBUDENTUM. 293 

Not a long day, but a good heart, rids work. 

He pulls with a long rope, that waits for another's death. 

Qreat strokes make not sweet music. 

A cask and an ill custom must be broken. 

-A fat housekeeper makes lean executors. 

Kmptj chambers make foolish maids. 

The gentle Hawk half mans herself. 

The JDevil is not always at one door. 

KHien a friend asks, there is no to-morrow. 

Ood sends cold according to clothes. 

One sound blow will serve to undo us all. 

He loseth nothing, that loseth not God. ^ 

The German^s wit is in his fingers. 

At dinner my man appears. 

Who gives to all, denies alL 

Quick believers need broad shoulders. 

Who remove stones, bruise their fingers. 

Benefits please like flowers while they are fi-esh. 

Between the business of life and the day of death, a space 
ought to be interposed. 

All came from and will go to others. 

He that will take the bird, must not scare it. 

He lives unsafely that looks too near on things. 

A gentle housewife mars the household. 

A crooked log makes a straight fire. 

He hath great need of a fool that plays the fool himself. 

A Merchant that gains not, loseth. 
^ Let not him that fears feathers come among wild-fowl. 

Love, and a Cough, cannot be hid. . 

A Dwarf on a Giant's shoulder sees further of the two. 

He that sends a fool, means to follow him. 

Brabbling Curs never want sore ears. 

Better the feet slip than the tongue. - — 

For washing his hands, none sells his lands. >.. ^ 



2M JJCRA 



A LdoLf 

7^ ffiK sna arcw vBere aiie is tied. 

V -int r^.r 2£ ^i' *« pT^s ^Ljtfd OQ, OT despwed of. 

Tin. iA:ik & T;^' for Us site, needs a Dog fcnr his msD. 

Ii: a r:oi iicnise all is qncklj readj. 

A iaI -i:c zkfrcr sees dte WqKI 

G>i ca bfti^ a smx ^tare in a little house. 

El vare is sera- cbeap. 

A deerfd l>:-k makes a dish a feast. 

If aH fcijjis had baables, we should want fbeL 

Vircoe nexer grows old. 

Ereiung words are not like to morning. 

Were there no fools, bad ware woold not pass. 

Xerer had ill workman good tools. 

He stands not sorelj that never slips. 

Were there no hearers, there wonld be no backbiters. 

EreiT thing is of nse to a housekeeper. 

When prajers are done, mr Ladj is readj. 

Cities seldom change Religion only. 

At length the Fox turns MonL 

Flies are busiest about lean horses. 

Hearken to reason, or she will be heanL 

The bird loves her nest. 

Every thing new is fine. 

When a dog is a drowning, every one offers him drink. 

Better a bare foot than none. 

Who is 80 deaf as he that will not hear ? 

He that is warm thinks all so. 

At length the Fox is brought to the Furrier. 

He that goes bare-foot must not plant thorns. 

They that are booted are not always ready. 

Ho that will learn to pray, let him go to Sea. 

In spending lies the advantage. 

Ho that lives well, is learned enough. 



JACULA PRLrDENTtJM. 



295 



vessels seldom miBCArrj, 
A fiill beUj neither fights nor flies well* 
All truths are not to be told. 

An old wise man^s shadow is better than a jonng hiiKzanl s 
Noble housekeepers need no doors, [sword* 

B?ery ill man hath his ill day. 
Bleep without suppuig, and wake without owing, 
I gEYC the mouse a hole, and she i$ become mj? heir. 
Assail who will, the Yaliant attends. 
W'bither goest, griefs where I am wont. 
Praise daj at night, and life at the end* 
iV hither shall the Ox go irhere he shall not labour ? 
rtlierc jou think there is bacon^ there is no chimney* 
hlend your clothes^ and you may hold out this year. 
Pfess a stick, and it seems a youtk 
The tongue walks where the teeth speed not 
A fair wife and a frontier Castle breed quarrels. 
[jca?e jesting whiles it pleascth, lest it tm*n to earnest. 
Deceive not thy Physician, Confessor, nor Lawyer, 
ill natures, the more yon ask them, the more they stick. 
Virtue and a Trade are the best portion for children. 
The Chicken is the Country'Sj but tlie City eats it. 
He that givea thee a Capon, give him the leg and the wing. 
Hb that lives iH, fear follows him. 
3ive a down your finger, and he will take your hand. 
Sood is to be sought out, and evil attended. 
A good paymaster starts not at assurances. 
No Alchymy to saving. 
To a grateful man give money when he asks. 
Who would do ill ne'er wants occasion. 
To fine folks a little ill finely wrapt. 
To a fair day, open the window, hut make you ready m to 
A child correct behind, and not before, [a fouL 

fekeep good men company, and you shall be of the number. 
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No love to a Father's. 

The Mill gets by going. 

To a boiling pot flies come not. 

Make liaste to an ill way, that you may get out of ii 

A snow year, a rich year. 

Better to be blind than to see ill. 

Learn weeping, and thou shalt laugh gaining. 

Who hath no more bread than need, must not keep a dog. 

A garden must be looked unto, and dressed as the body. 

The Fox, when he cannot reach the grapes, says, They are 

Water trotted is as good as oats. [not ripe 

Though the MastiflF be gentle, yet bite him not by the lip. 

Though a lie be well drest, it is ever overcome. 

Though old and wise, yet still advise. 

Three helping one another, bear the burthen of six. 

Slander is a shipwreck by a dry Tempest. 

Old wine and an old friend are good provisions. 

Happy is he that chastens himself. 
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Com is cleaned with wind, and the soul with chastenings. 
Good words are worth much, and cost little. 
To buy dear is not bounty. 
Jest not with the eye, or with Religion. 
The eye and Religion can bear no jesting. 
Without favour none will know you, and with it you will not 
Buy at a fair, but sell at home. [know yourself 

CoTer yourself with your shield, and care not for cries. 
A wicked man's gift hath a touch of his master. 
None is a fool always, every one sometimes. 
From a choleric man, withdraw a little ; from him that says 
Debtors are liars. [nothing, for ever. 

Of all smells, bread : of all tastes, salt. 
In a great River great fish are found : but take heed lest / 
you be drowned. ^ 

Ever since we wear clothes, we know not one another.- 
God heals, and the Physician hath the thanks. 
Hell is full of good meanings and wishings. 
Take heed of still waters, the quick pass away. 
After the house is finished, leave it. 
Our own actions are our security, not others' judgments. 
Think of ease, but work on. 
He that lies long abed, his estate feels it 
Whether you boil snow or pound it, you can have but water 
One stroke fells not an oak. [of it. 

Gkxl complains not, but doth what is fitting. 
A diligent Scholar, and the Master's paid. 
Milk says to wine. Welcome, friend. 
They that know one another, salute afar oflf. 
Where there is no honour, there is no grief. 
Where the drink goes in, there the wit goes out. 
He that stays, does the business. 
Alms never make poor. Or thus. 
Great alms-giving lessens no man's living. 
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»yTTTff 3En& Zm> die poor doth enridi a man's store. 

h 'SUL^ 3X113. &QB the accooiit to which his sm doth an^ 

h U2» Tz vbi Axj bodi of soul and bodj. 

n Tcanis n bj e-la. and goes oat bj inches. 

Tx£ snz-Ji ud si? pezmj both are blacL 

irii2iie JtioK ii of gbcL must not throw stones at another. 

jz lai* All ^£ r«;L be sires connscL 

T\ff ^Tw ^^as zrov^ siowlr. keeps itsdf for another. 

I ypfm wiif a I w» bon. and erenr day shows whj. 

Hi zhiis, jxib MC before, finds himself behind. 

H^ -stAS. zLkj^ h^ BKner. ought not to Talne it 

Hf i2siB nsecai irst. is fiis( diesL 

Inseitfes cc :2ie ejnp are to be cored with the elbow. 

A in:':iiemax's grejhooMl and a salt-box, seek them at the 

T^ ii:0* caZis li* uiie£ [lire. 

A viiii $ aernce b tinle. jet he is no little fool that de- 

Tbf r^T^ rsfcss. and God forgotten. [spiseth it 

Eriis L&re tb^ir comfort : good none can support (to wit) 

w:± a n-xienxe and contented heart, 
vr^:.: r:-:.v: io.-^:':in: fj-r himself and others, most know both. 
He lii: ti:5 :he harvL shall eat the ripe. 
Tr.i n:5<*rir!e riin niakeih a penny of a farthing, and the 

lir^rjil cfa ririhicg axpence. 
The honoj is sweec but the Bee stings. 
Weiii: and measiin? take awav strife. 
Tlc s^?-:! f J! a::d tattered, the daughter empty and fine. 
ETorr j^ath hath a pnddle. 

In good Tears com is haj, in ill years straw is com. 
Send a wise man on an errand, and saj nothing imto him. 
In life vou lored me not in death yon bewail me. 
Into a mouth shut flies fly not 
TTie heart's letter is read in the eyes. 
The ill that comes out of our mouth falls into our bosom. 
In great pedigrees there are Goremors and Chandlers. 
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[n the house of a fiddler, all fiddle* 

Sometimes the best gain is to lose. y-V 
JWorking and makiDg a fire doth discretion require^ 
[One graio fills not a sack, but helps his fellows, 
[It is a great victorj that comes without blood 
[In war, hunting, and love, men for one pleasure a thousand 
[Truth and oil are cirer above* [gi'i^f^ prove, 

[Beckon right, and February hath one-and-thirty days, 
[Honour without profit is a ring on the finger* 
[Estate in two Parishes is bread in two waUetSp 
[Honour and profit lie not in one sack. 

A naughty cliild is better sick than whole. 

I lie that riseth betimes, hath soraething in his head. 
Advise none to Marrj or go to war* 
To steal the Hog, and j^ivc the feet for alms. 
The thorn comes forth with the point funvards. 
One hand washeth another, and both the face* 
The fault of the horse is put on the saddle. 
The coni hides itself in the snow as an old man in furs, 
, _ The Jews spend at Easter, the Moors at marriages, the 

I Punishment is lame, but it comas. [Christians in suits, 

Fine dressing is a foul house swept before the doors, 
A woman and a glass are ever in danger. 
An ill wound is cured, not an ill name. 
The wise hand doth not all that the foolish mouth speaks. 
On painting and fighting look aloof 
' -Knowledge is foUy, except grace guide it 
•-- The more women look in their glass, the less they look to 
B A long tongue is a sign of a short hand* [their house. 

^ Marry a widow before she leave mourning* 

The w^orst of law is, that one suit breeds twenty, 
■ Providence is better than a rent. 
H^'bat your glass tells you, will not be told by CounseL 
■There are more men thi*eatened than stricken* 




knows more iu his house, than a wise man in anotWi 

rr.L^T ride on an ass that carries me, than a hone 

: UtrM»wsme. 

■^i r>es more than he that hath nothing. 
*:k^5: that goes always, nerer wants blow& 
: :Lrap is dear. 

<.f more lo do ill than to do weU. 
■ -s^ords quench more than a bucket of water. 
.. AjTtement is better than a good judgment. 
■: i? more talk than trouble. 
; r sy^are to have of thine own, than ask of other men. 

: px-d afar off. than eril at hand. 

kreps the garden better than the gardener, 
i raiher ask of my fire brown bread, than borrow of mj 

.:ic«o"ir white. 

: :o: trvrlen seems better than my whole one. 
..L ill man lie in thy straw, and he looks to be thy heir. 

:v:>rr? more have been killed than Gcilen ever cured 
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Se is a fool that thinks not that another thinks. 

!f either eyes on letters, nor hands in coffers. 

rhe lion is not so fierce as they paint him. 

jk) not for every grief to the Physician, nor for every quarrel 

to the Lawyer, nor for erery thirst to the pot. 
j^ood service is a great enchantment, 
rhere would he no great ones, if there were no little ones. 
[t is no sure rule to fish with a cross-bow. 
rhere were no ill language, if it were not ill taken, 
rhe groundsel speaks not, save what it heard at the hinges. 
rhe best mirror is an old friend.*^* 3. 
Say no ill of the year till it be past. . 
1 man's discontent is his worst eviL^ 
^ear nothing but sin. 

rhe child says nothing, but what it heard by the fire. 
!:!all me not an olive, till thou see me gathered, 
rhat is not good language which all understand not 
le that bums his house, warms himself for once, 
tie will bum his house to warm his hands, 
tie will spend a whole year's rent at one meal's meat 
KSl is not gold that glisters. 
^ blustering night, a fair day. 
3e not idle, and you shall not be longing. 
Se is not poor that hath little, but he that desireth much, 
[ict none say, I will not drink water. 
Ic wrongs not an old man that steals his supper from him. 
rhe tongue talks at the head's cost, 
le that strikes with his tongue, must ward with his head, 
ieep not ill men company, lest you increase the number, 
jod strikes not with both hands, for to the sea he made 

heavens, and to riv#rs fords. 
V mgged stone grows smooth from hand to hand 
4^0 lock will hold against the power of gold, 
rhe absent party is still faulty. 
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Tii^x i=d piiieDoe. and death vith repentance. 

If j-jfL kise TOOT time, toq cannot get money nor gain. 

Be z-rc % BftLer . if voixr head be of batter. 

Ask msA lo hare a little. 

Lnsje fskks kindle the fire ; great ones put it oat. 

Asodber 5 bread costs dear. 

Alibeii;^ it rain, throw not avay thj watering pot 

Al^cc;£:^ ihe s^in shine« leave not thy doak at home. 

A I::^-^ wnh qniet is the only diet 

Iz T^iri is the mill-dack, if the Miller his hearing lacL 

Bt :Le Hedl'e TOO shall draw the thread, and by that whidi 

is pas;, see how that which is to oome will be drawn on. 
S^T A linle. and news will find you. 
Siaj till (h? lame messenger come, if you will know iho 

inui of the thing, 
^^n-en Gv>i will no wind but brings rain. 
Thocgh TOTi rise eariy, yet the day comes at his time, and 
PcU dowB roar hat on the wind's side. [not till then. 

As the year is. your pot must seethe. 
Since vou know alL and I nothing, tell me what I dreamed 
^Vhon the Foi preacheth, beware geese. [last night 

When you are an Anril, hold you still ; when you are a 
He thai sows, tnists in God. [hammer, strike your fill. 

He that makes his bed ill lies there. 
He that labours and thrires. spins gold. 
Poor and liberal, rich and coretous. 
He that lies with the dogs, riseth with fleas. 
He that repairs not a part, builds all. 
A discontented man knows not where to sit easy. 
Who spits against heaven, it falls in his face. 
He that dines and leaves, lays the cloth twice. 
Who eats his cock alone, must saddle his hoi-se alone. 
He that doth what he will, doth not what he ought. 
He that will deceive the Fox must rise betimes. 



\ 
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Ihftt U Dot handsome at twentjj nor strong at thirty^ nor 
ch at fort/, oor wise at fifty, will ncYer be handsome, 

ang, rich, or wise, 
that U?es well, see^ afar off. 

tliat hath a mouth of his own, must not my to another, 
ibat will be served, most be patient [Blow, 

tliat giTcs thee a bone, would not haye thee die. 
ihat diaatens one, chastens twenty* 
that hath lost his credit^ is dead to the world, 
tbat hath no ill fortune, in troubled with good. 
I that demands^ miaseth not, unleBs his demands be foolislL 
that hath no honey ia his pot, let him have it in biii 
that takes not up a piii, slights his wife. [mouth, 

that owea nothiDg, if he makes not moutbs at us, is 
that lofieth Ms due, gets not thanks. [courteous. 

thai behcTes all, misseth ; be that beliereth nothing, hits 
[married man turns bis staff into a stake. [not. 

and pleasantness are great rerenges of slanders, 
would know secrets, look tliem in grief or pleasure, 
re a noble disposition ; though poor^ the time comes that 
fba will repay thee. 

fiuilt is as groat as he that is faulty, 
ItfMf were grief, every house would weep, 
that would he well old, must be old betimea 
in jour place, and none can make you rise* 
I jon could run as you drink, you might catch a bare, 
aid you know what money is. Go borrow some. 
moniiiig Sun never lasta a day. 
kou hast death in thy house, and dost bewail another^ 

t[l griefs with bread are less. 
11 things require skill but an appetite. 
11 things have their place, knew we how to place tbeou 
tile pitchers bavo wide ears. 
e are fooU one to another* 
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Tins world is nothing except it tend to another. 

There are three ways, the Universities, the Sea, ihc Gwit 

God comes to see without a belL 

Life without a friend, is death without a witness. 

Clothe thee in war, arm thee in peace. 

The horse thinks one thing, and he that saddles him aDothet 

Mills and wives ever want. 

The dog that licks ashes, trust not with meaL 

The buyer needs a hundred eyes, the seller not one. 

He carries well, to whom it weighs not 

The comforter 8 head never aches. 

Stej) after step the ladder is ascended. 

Who likes not the drink, God deprives him of bread. 

To a crazy ship all winds are contrary. 

Justice pleaseth few in their own house. 

In time comes he, whom God sends. 

Water afar oflf quencheth not fire. 

In sports and journeys men are known. 
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ed load of tUought will not pay one of debts. 
tiAt comes of a lieu must scrape, 
seeks trouble never misses. 
u m^ sail ; beiog on land, settle. 
dolh bis own bustneBs, fouls not his bands. 
It makes a good war, makes a good peace* 
»t works after his own manner, his head aehes not at 
le that once deceives^ is ever suspected. [the matter. 

bath hitter in his mouth, spits not all sweet. 
lo that hath children, all his morsels are not his own. 
^e that hath the spice, may season as he list. 

th&t h&t}i a head of wax, must not walk in the sun* 
le that bath love in his breast, bath spurs in bis sides, 
|e Ibat bath a fox for his mate, bath need of & net at Iiis 
tbat respects not, is not respected. [girdle. 

|e that hath right, fears ; he tliat hath wrong, hopes. 
tiiAt bath patience, hath fat thinshes for a farthing, 
vas strumpet fair, 
measures not himself is measured. 
te that bath one hog, makes him fat ; and he that hath 
one Bon« makes him a fooL 

io lets his Wife go to every feast, and his horse drink at 
erery water, shall neither have good wife nor good horse. 
le tbat speaks sows, and be that holds bis peace gathers. 
le that bath little is the less dirty. 
le that lives most dies most, 

le that hath one foot in the straw liath another in the spittle. 
le lliat is fed at another's band, may stay long ere he be 
Ic that makes a thing too fine, breaks it [folL 

le that bewails himself batli the cure in his hands* 
Ic that would be well, needs not go from hm own house* 

iiumjI breaks not the head. 
1y the pleasure that bites to-morrow. ^-^ _ 
that knows what may be gained in a day, never i 

u 
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loiela its hn^bteosi* 
CTgofir, 
' vim m leftd jt prar feet are ligUt 
AgiMliftipaidb deep watera^ 
Woe to dbe liinie wbere tlieiB is no chiding. 
Take faaed of tlie tine^ of sweet vine;. 

i aoodier, bnl wbe men agreo togetber* 

Good good, km better omaa it 

IVi faia teadieik km to qieiid 

Good Cndft pKML 

no dfigfoanrs 1^ boM becai^e he cannot sv^knr it 

1W erov* bevalk tlie dieep, and then eala it 

BiSifiBg IB a sv«ol impovoiehiiif . 

Ho fiH d^reo of felly is to liold ooo'iiolf irise, the i 

to infeB it, &o tliiid 10 deqiii 
Tlo gi«aiost alep k tiuii oat of doota 
To veep far joy is a kind of Matina. 
IteliistaemoeadiilddodihiifiUherifi to midte him fo 
Iko rasolfod nbd liaUi no eare& 
fai tko tiogdom oTa dioator^ the waOet is carried bcfara 
Hie eyo win hare his part* 
Tbo ^lod mother says not WiQ joa I but gtre& 
A liOQse and a womaD sxiit exceUentlj, 
In the kingdom of blind men* the one eyed is king* 
A little Kitchen makes a lai^ honae. 
War makes iMmm, and peace hanp them. 
Porertjr is tbe motber of heaith. 
In the morning monBtains^ in the efening fountains 
The back door robe the house. 
Wealth is like rhcmu, it fidls on the weakest part& 
The gown is his that wears it, and the world his that enjo 
Hope is the poor man's bread, [ik 

Virtue DOW is in herbs, and stonesj and words onlj. 
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^ords dress ill deeds. 

as long-lived, praj as eyen djing* 
poor beauty finds more lovera than hmbanda, 
t wocjen have neither eyes nor ears* 
igs well fitted abide, 
ttiness dies first, 
og paja no fcolL 
aiaster's eje fattens the horse^ and his foot the ground 

s are like cherries^ one draws another* 
Lse a hill, but keep below, 
ise the sea, but keep on land 
u cbooslog a vife, and buying a sword, we ought not to 
e wearer knows where the shoe wrings* [trust another. 
air i« not fair, but that which pleaseth, 
rThere is no jollity but hath a smack of folly- 

e that's long a giving knows eot how to give. 
The filth under the white snow the sun discovers, 

rery one fastens where there is gain. 
All feet tread not in one shoe. 
Patience, time, and money accommodate all things. 
For want of a nail the shoe is lost, for want of a shoe the 

horse is lost, for want of a horse the rider is lost 
Weight justly and sell dearly. 
Little wealth little care. 
Little journeys and good cost bring safe homia 
Glottony kills more than the sword* 

I When diildren stand qmet, they have done some ill* 
A UtUe aad good fills the trencher. 
A penny spaied is twice got. 
When a Inave is in a plum-tree, he liath neither friend nor 
Short bouglis, long vintage. [kin. 

Health without money is half an ague. 
If the wise erred noti it would go hard with fools. 
Bear with evil, and eypect good 
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Hv :ii: tells a secret, is another's serFant. 

If 2l11 ::o1$ irore white Caps^ we should seem a flock oiffm. 

^V:i>:r. gre, and soldiers, quickly make room. 

Pei5::n nerer emiched a joong man. 

Uiirr water, famine ; nnder snow, bread. 

TLe Lame goes as far as jonr staggerer. 

Ho :':.a: loseth is Merchant, as well as he that gains. 

A ^:idK^ eats as mnch as a good horse. 

AH tLings in their being are good for something. 

One uower makes no garland. 

A f;iir death honours the whole life. 

One enemj is too much. 

Liring well b the best rerenge. 

One fool makes a hundred. 

One pair of ears draws diy a hundred tongues. 

A f- .vl mav throw a stone into a well, which a hundred me 

Ore slumber finds another. [men cannot pull oat 

On a ^ood banrain think twice. 
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eat trees are good for nothing but shade. 
|e commands euougli that obeys a wise man. 
pair words make me look to my purse- 
lough the fox run, the chicken hath wings, 
le plays well that wins* 

Ton must strike in measure, when there are many to strike 
lie shortest answer is doing. [on one an?il 

is a poor stake that cannot stand one year in the ground, 
[e that commits a fault, thinks every one speaks of it. 
He that is foolish in the fault, let him be wise in the punish- 
Tbe blind eats many a fly. [ment- 

^pe that can make a lire wall, can end a quaiTcl. 
^The tooth-ache is more eas# than to deal with iU people. 
^JIc that would have what lie hath not, should do what he 
^Ee that hath no good trade^ it is to his loss. [doth not 
^frbe offender never pardons* 

^Ee that lives not well one year, sorrows seven after. 
Bhe that hopes not for goodj fears not evil 
He that is angry at a feast, is rude. 
He that mocks a cripple, ought to be whole, 
^lien the tree is fallen^ all go with their hatchet. 
He that hath horns in his bosom, let him not put them on 
le that bums most, shines most. [his head. 

le that trusts in a lie, shall perish in truth. 
le that blows in the dust, fills his eyes with it. 
ells call others, but themselves enter not into the Church, 
Of fair things, the Autumn is fair. 

Pipiring is dead, restoring very sick. 
A gift much expected is paid, not given. 
Two ill meals make the third a glutton. 
^ The Royal Crown cures not the head-ache. 
^K'is hard to be wretched, but worse to be known so* 
^t 1^4 better to be the head of a Lizard than the tail of a 
leather in hand ia better than a bird in the air. [Lion. 
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Good and qiiicklj seldom meet, 

Happier are the hands compassed with iroBt than a lie 

Folly grows without watering. [with Ihmigliti 

If the staff be crooked, the shadow cannot b© straight 

To take the nuts from the fire with the dog's foot. 

He is a fool that makes a wedge of his fist. 

Valour that parleys, is near yielding. 

Thursday eomo, and the week is gone* 

A flatterer's throat is an open sepulchre. 

There is great force hidden in & sweet command. 

The command of custom is great. 

To have money is a fear, not to have it a grief. 

The Cat sees not the mouse ever, 

little dogs start the hare* the great get hen 

Willows are weak, yet they bind other wood* 

A good payer is master of another s purse. 

The thi'ead breaks where it is weakest. 

Old men, when they scorn young, make much of death. 

God is at the end, when we think he is furthest off it, 

A good Judge oonceires quicklyj judges slowly. 

RiFei-3 need a spring. 

He that contemplates, hath a day without night 

Give losers leave to talk. 

Gaming, Women, and Wine, whUa they laugh, they mi 

Loss embraceth shame. [men piJ 

The fet man knoweth not what the lean thinketh. 

Wood half burnt is casUy kindled. 

The fish adores the bait. 

He that goeth far hath many encounters. 

Every bee s honey is sweet. 

The slothful is the servant of the countcra 

Wisdom hatli one foot on land, and another on Sea, 

The thought hath good legs, and the quill a good toni 

A wise man needs not blush for dtanging his purpose. 
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le March sun raises, but dissolyes not. 
ae is the Rider that breaks youth, 
le wine in the bottle doth not quench thirst, 

(^he sight of a Man hath the force of a Lion. 
Ln eiamioed enterprise goes on boldly, 
n every art it is good to have a master, 
n every Country dogs bite. 
n every Country the aun rises in the morning. 

A noble plant suits not with a stubborn ground. 

You may bring a horse to the river, but he will drink when 
and what he please th. 
^Before you make a friend, eat a bushel of salt with him. 
B^peak fitly, or be silent wisely. 
■Skill and confidence are an unconquered armj. 
^^ was taken by a morsel, says the hsh. 
Hi disarmed peace is weak, 
Brhe balance distinguisheth not between gold and lead. 

The persuasion of the fortunate sways the doubtful. 

To be beloved is above all bargains. 

To deceive one's self is very easy, 

Tlie reasons of the poor weigh not. 

Pen'^erseness makes one squint-eyed. 

The evening praises the day^ and the morning a frost. 

The table robs more than a thief 

When age is jocund, it makes sport for death. 

True praise roots and spreads. 

Fears are divided in the midst. 

The soul needs few things, the body many. 

Astrology is true, but the Astrologers cannot find it. 

Tie it well, and let it go. 

Empty vessels sound most 

Send not a Cat for Lard. 

Foolish tongues talk by the dozen, 

XiOve makes one lit lor any work. 
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An old Phjnatt^ Aod m jnoDg Ltvyar. 
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ajs tbe Spuiard 
m WMricuce of spitting in the Cbitit}i, jet ith 
Ab idk bnd h a 1>ox for tim wind [tbe Alw« 

Sbov no a Itar, and I will gfaow thee a thiet 
A bean in Wbatj is better than a comfit in prisoii. 
Slow a fDod iDaa bia error, aad he turns it to a TtTtu« 
Xaoe ts bom Master. [but an iH, it doublea his : 

NoM it ofleoded but bj hioaaelf. 
Kotie 8ajs bis Gamer is ML 
In tbe bosband wiadom, in tbe wife gentleness. 
Nothing dries sooner than a tear. 
In a leopard tbe spots are not obserred 
Kotiiing ksis but the Church. 
A wise man cares not for what he cannot haTe 
It is not good fishing before the net 
He cannot be lirtoons that is not rigorrvu& 
That which wiU not be spim, let it not come betinccD i% 

^indle and tJie distaff. 
When mj honse bums, it is not good playing at Chess* 
No barber shaTes so close but another finds wort. 
There is no great banquet, but some fares ill 
A holj habit cleansetb not a foul soul* 
Forbear not sowing because of birds. 
Mention not a halter in the house of hitn that was bai 
Speak not of a dead man at the table, 
A hat is not made for one shower. 
No sooner is a Temple built to God, but the Deiil builJ 
Ercrj one puts his fault on the TimeSp [a Chapel bird bj 
You cannot make a windmill go Mith a pair of bellows, 
Kvcry one is weary, tbe poor in seeking, the rich in keopinj 
Pardon all but thyself. [the good in leamifi 

The escaped mouse ever feels the taste of the bail^ 
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Htlle wind kindles, miicli puts out the fire, 
rr bread at home is better than roast meat abroad. 

ore have repented speech than silence. 
coTctoua spends more than the liberal 
Divine ashea ^e better than eartbl; meal. 
Bcaiitj draws more than oxen. 
One father is more than a hundred Schoolmasters. 
One eye of the master's sees more than ten of the servant's. 
When God will punish, he will first take away the under- 
A little Lil)0ur, much health. [standing. 

When it thunders^ the thief becomes honest. 
tree that God plants, no wind hurts it. 
Knowledge is no burthen. 
It is a bold mouse that nestles in the cat's ear. 
If a good roan thrive, all thrive with him. 
If the mother had not been in the oven, she had never sought 

her daughter there. 
If great men would have care of little ones, both would last 
ig jesting was never good. [long, 

Thoiigh you see a Chnrch^man ill, yet continue in the Church 
Old praise dies, unless you feed it [still 

ihings were to be done twice, all would be wise. 

you the world on your Chess-board, you could not fill 
Buffer and expect [all to your mind* 

fixtli should not fool it, they shall lose their season* 
and business teach eloquence. 
That which two will, takes effect* 
He compf ains wrongfully on the sea, that twioe suffers ship- 
He i» only bright that shines by himself [wrecl 
A TaBant man's look is more than a coward's sword — 
The effect speaks, the tongue needs not. 
Dirine grace was never slow. 
Ileaaoii liea between the spur and the bridle. 
Il is a proud horse tlmt will not carry his own prorcnder* 
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Three wonieii tnako a market. 

Three cao hold their peaco if two be away. 

It 13 an ill counsel that hath do escape, 

- All our pomp the earth coyers. 
To whirl the eyea too mtich, shows a kite's brain* 

- Comparisons are odious* 
All keys hang not on one girdle. 
Great businesses turn on a little pin. 
The wind in one's face makes one wise. 
All the arms of England will not ami fear- 
One sword keeps another in the sheath* 
Be what thou wouldst seem to be* 
Let all live as they would die, 
A gentle heart is tied with an easy thread. 
Sweet discourse makes short days and nights. 
God provides for him that trustetk 
He that will not hare peace, God gives him war. 
To him that will, ways are not wanting. 
To a great night, a gi*cat Lan thorn. 
To a child all weather is cold. 
Where there is peace, God is. 
None is so wise, but the fool overtidtes him. 
Fools give to please all but their own. 
Prosperity lets go the bridle. 
The Friar preached against stealing, and had % goose in ' 
To be too busy gets contempt. [dc 
February makes a bridge, and March breaks it 

The be§t smell is bread, the best sarour s^Jt, the best 

A horse stumbles that hath four legs. [that of child 

That is the best gown that goes up and down the bouse. 

The Market is the best Garden. 

The first dish pleaseth all 

The higher the Ape goes, the more he shows his tail. 

Night is the mother of Councili. 
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God's Mill griads slow, but sure- 

Every one thinks his sack heaviest. 

Drought never brought dearth. 

AH complain. 

Gamesters and race-horses nerer last long. 

It is a poor sport that is not ^orth the candle. 

He that is fallen cannot help him that is down. 

Erery one is witty for hia own purpose, 

A little let lets an ill workman, 
r Good workmen are seldom rich. 

By doing nothing we leara to do ill, 

A great dowry is a bed full of brambles* 

No profit to honouTj no honour to Religion, 
/ Every sin brings its punishment with it. ^ 

Of him that speaks iU, consider the life more than the word. 

You cannot hide an eel in a sack. 
-^ Give not Saint Peter so mnchj to leave Saint Patd nothing;' 

Yon cannot flay a stone. 

The chief disease that reigns this year is folly. 

A sleepy master makes his servant a Lout. 
^Better speak tinith rudely, than lie covertly. 

He that fears leaves, let him not go into the wood- 
One foot is better than two crutches. 

Neither praise nor dispraise thyself, thy actions serve the 
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Better suffer ill, than do ill 



[turn. 



The constancy of the benefit of the year in their seasons 

Soft and fair goes fan [argues a Deity, 

/ Praise none too mm\ for all are fickle^ 

It is absurd to warm one in his armour. 

^ Lawsuits consume time, and money, and rest, and friends. 

Nature draws more than ten teams. 

pie that hath a wife and childi*en, wants not business. 

JA ship and a woman are ever repairing. 

He that fears death, lives not 
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Ht dni pidiei iBoaei; r piDMii cra hiiiat'lf 

He dni dodi ^rkn he flhodd mA, dull fed wbat lie wodd 

He dni nanieB ibr weaUk, sdb bis fibertj. [not 

He that oooe 1iiIb» is eier beodn^ 

He that sares. bbsI asm 

He thai lends, ghes. 

He that preachelL prrA alms. 

He that cockers his child, prondes fin* his enemy. 

A pitiM look asks enough. 

Who viD sdl the oov, must say the word. 

Senice is do inhentanoe. 

The fiuilty stands on his guard. 

A kinsman, a fiiend, or whom yoa enticat^ take not to 

serreyoQ, if yoa will he aerred neatly. 
At Coort, ereiy one for himaelC 
To a crafty man, a crafty and a hal£ 
He that is thrown, would erer wrestle. 
He that serres well, needs not ask his wages. 
Fair language grates noirthe tongue. 
A good heart cannot lie. 
Good swimmers at length are drowned. 
Good land, evil way. 
In doing we learn. 

It is good walking with a horse in one's hand. 
God, and Parents, and our Master, can never be requited. 
An ill deed cannot bring honour. 
A small heart hath small desires. 
All are not merry that dance lightly. 
Courtesy on one side only, lasts not long. 
Wine-Counsels seldom prosper. 
Weening is not measure. 

The best of the sport is to do the deed, and say nothing. 
If thou thyself canst do it, attend no other's help or hand. 
Of a little thing, a little displeaseth. 
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keep me from four houses, a Usure/s, a Tavern, a 
'He warms too near that burns. [Spital, and a Prison, 

In a hundred ells of contention, there is not an inyh of lore. 

Do what thou oughtest, and come what come can* 

Hunger makes dinners, pastime suppers. 

In a long journey straw weighs. 

Women laugh when they can, and weep when thej wUl. 

War is death^s feast. 
- Set good against eTiL 

He that brings good news knocks hard* 

Beat the Dog before the Lion. 

Haste comes not alone. 

You mast lose a fij to catdi a trout. 



He is not free that draws his chain* 

He goes not out of bis way that goes to a good inn. 

There comes nought out of the sack, but what was tliere- 

A little given seasonably, excuses a great gift. 

He looks not well to himself that looks not even 

He thinks not well, that thinks not again. 

Religion^ Credit, and the Eye are not to be touched. 

The tongue is not steel, yet it cuts. 

A white wall is the paper of a fool* 

They talk of Christmas so long, that it comes. 

That is gold which is worth gold. 

It is good tying the sack before it be full. 

PoTerty is no sin* 
A stone in a well is not lost. 
He can give little to bis servant that licks bis knife. 
Promising is the ere of giving. 
He that keeps bis own, makes war. 
The wolf must die in his own skin, 
roods are theirs that enjoy them. 
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Ho tliat sends a fool, expects one. 

He ttat can stay, obtains. 

lie that gains well and spends well, needs no account ' 

He that endures, is not OYercome, 

lie that giTcs all before he dies, provides to suffer 

He that talks much of his happineaa, summons grict 

He tliat loves the tree, loves the branclt 

Who hastens a glutton, chokes him. 

Who praiseth Saint Peier^ doth not blame Saint Pa 

He that hath not the craft, let him shut up shop. 

He that knows nothing, doubts nothing. 

Green wood makes a hot fire* 

He that marries late, marries ill. 

He that passeth a winter's daj, escapes an enamjr. 

The rich knows not who is his friend, 

A morning Sun, and a Wine-bred child, and a liatin*' 

woman^ seldom end welL 
To a close shorn sheep, God gives wind bj measure* 
A pleasure long expected, is dear enough sold* 
A poor man's cow dies, a rich man's child. 
The cow knows not what her tail is worth tiU she have lost] 
Choose a horse made, and a wife to make- 
It is an ill air where we gain nothing. 
He hath not lived, that lives not after death. 
So many men in court, and so many strangers. 
He quits his place well* that leaves his friend here. 
That which sufficeth is not little. 
Good news may be told at any time, but ill in the mondn 
He that would be a Gentleman, let him go to an assanlu I 
Who pays the Physician, does the cure. 
None knows the weight of another's burthen. 
Every one hath a fool in his sleeve. 
One horn- s sleep before midnight is worth thi^e after. 
In a retreat the lame are foremost. 
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It is Biore pain to do notliing tlian BometliiDg. 

lAmongst good men two men suffice* 

There needs a long time to know the world's pulse* 

The offspring of those that are verj young, or very old, lasts 

A tyrant is most tyrant to himself. [not. 

Too much taking heed is loss. 

Craft against craflj makes no living. 

The Reverend are ever before, 

France is a meadow that cuts thrice a year. 

It is easier to build two chimneys, than to maiutdn one. 

The Court hath no Almanack, 

He that will enter into Paradise, must have a good key. 

When you enter into a house, leave the anger ever at the 

He hath no leisure who nseth it not, [door. 

It is a wicked thing to make a deaith one's gamer. 

He that deals in the world needs four sieves. 

Take heed of an ox before, of a horse behind, of a monk on 

The year doth nothing else but open and shut* [all sides. 

The ignorant hath an Eaglets wmg^ and an Owl's ejes- 

There are more Physicians in health than drunkards. 

The wife is the key of the house. 

The Law is not the same at morning and at night. 

War and Physic are governed by the eye. 

Half the world knows not how the other half lies. 

Death keeps no Calendar. 

Ships fear fire more than water. 

The least foolish is wise. 

Tlie chief box of health is time. 

Silks and Satins put out the fire in the chimney. 

The first blow is as much as two. 

The life of man is a winter way. 

The way is an ill neighbour. 

An old man s staff is the rapper of death's door. 

Life is half spent, before we know what it is. 
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Tl>? Sir: jing man keeps his shop in Iiis throat. 

T:.e bxly is more dressed than the souL 

TLe Kxiy is sooner dressed than the sonL 

Tlo Phvsician owes all to the patient, but the patient oires 

n jtLing to him but a little money. 
Tiiv M::le cannot be great, unless he devour many. 
TLv Cl.oleric drinks, the Melancholic eats, the Phlegmatic 
TiiLie undermines us. 

The Ajxnhecarr's mortar spoils the Interns music. 
Conversation makes one what he is. 
Tie deaf gains the injury. 
Ye:ir^ know more than books. 
Wi::e is a turn-coat (first a firiend, then an enemy). 
Wine ever pays for his lodging. 
Wine makes all sorts of creatures at table. 
Wi::o thai cost nothing is digested before it be dnmk. 
Trtvs eat but once. 
Annour is liirht at table. 
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Spectacles are death's Arquebuse. 
/ Lawyers' houses are built on the heads of fools* 

The house is a fine bouse when good folks are within. 

The best bred have the best portion. 

The first and last frosts are tlie worst. 

Gifts enter every where without a wimble* 

Princes have no way. 

Knowledge makes one laughj but wealth makes one dance. 

The Citizen is at his buBincss before lie rise, 
■[The eyes have one language every where- 
^It is better to have wings than horns- 

Better be a fool than a knave- 
Count not four, except you have them in a wallet. 

To live peaceably with all^ breeds good blood. 

You may be on land^ yet not in a garden. 

You eannot make the fire so low, but it will get out. 

We know not who lives or dies. 

An ox is taken by the horns, and a man by the tongue. 

Many things are lost for want of asking. 
, No Church*yard is so bandsomCj that a man would desire 
H straight to be buried there. 
■ Cities are taken by the ears. 
^ Once a year a man may say. On his conscience. 
BWe leave more to do when we die, than we have done. 

With customs we live well, but laws undo us. 

To 8i>eak of a Usurer at the table, mars the wine. 

Pains to get, care to keep, fear to lose. 

For a morning rain^ leave not your journey* 

One fair day in winter makes not birds merry. 

He that learns a trade, hath a purchase made* 

When all men have what belongs to them, it cannot be much. 

Though God take the sun out of the heaven^ yet we must 
have patience. 

When a man sleeps, his head is in his stomach. 
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When God is made the master of a faniilyj he ardors the 
AVhen one is on horseback, he knows all tbiiiga. [ord^ji 
When a Lackey comes to hell's dwrj the Devils lock the 
He that is at ea$e^ seeks dainti^. [gatco^ 

He that hath charge of aoul8, transports them not in bnadks. 
He that tells his wife news, is but newlj married. 
He that Is in a town in May loseth his Springs 
He that is in a Tavern, thinks he is in a Tine-garden 
He that praiseth himself^ spattereth himself. 
He that is surprised with the first frost feels it all the wlnle? 
He that is a master, must serre (another). [afti 

He a beast doth die, that hath done no good to Ub couni 
He that follows the Lord* hopes to go before. 
He that dies without the companj of good men, puts ml 
himself into a good war- i 

"Who hath no haste in his business, mountains to him seem 
Who hath no head, needs no heart. [valieji 

Speak not of my debts, unless you mean to pay thum. 
He that is not in the wars, is not out of danger. 
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lerrice without reward is punishment* 
f tbe husband be not at home, there is nobodj. 
n oath that is not to be made, is not to be kept. 

The eje 13 bigger than the belly. 

If you would be at ease^ all the world is not. 

Were it not for the bone in the leg, all the world would turn 
Carpenters (to make them crutches). 

If you must fly, fly welh 

All that shakes falls not. 

All beasts of prey are strong, or treacherous. 

If the brain bows not com, it plants thistles. 

A man well mounted is ever Choleric* 

Every one is a master and servant, 

A piece of a Church-yard fits every body. 

One mouth doth nothing without another, 

A master of straw eats a servant of steel. 

An old cat sports not with her prey. 

A w^omaii conceals what she knows not. 

He that wipes the child's nose, kisseth the mother's cheek. ^ 

Gentility is nothing but Ancient Riches. 

To go where the King goes afoot ; L e,, to the stool. 

To go upon the Franciscans' Hackney ; i. ^.j on foot. 

AmiefW was taken by the Fox, and retaken by the Lion. 

After Death the Doctor. 

Ready money is a ready Medicine, 

It is the Philosophy of the Distal!; 

It is a sheep of Beery^ it is marked on the nose : applied to 
those that have a blow. 

To build castles in Spain. 

An Idle youth, a needy Age. 

Silk doth quench the lire in the Kitchen* 

The words ending in iqim^ do mock the Physician ; as Hec- 
tiquCj Paralytiquej Apoplectiqne, Lethargique. 

^ The proTct'bs ivhidi follow wet-c addtMl to the secoQd cdiiiou. 
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He that trusts much Obliges much, says the SpantEril 
He tliat thinks amiss, concludes worse* 
A man would live in Italy (a place of pleasure), but h 
would choose to die in Spain, >There they say the Catliotic 
Religion is profeased with greatest strictness. 
Whatsoever was the father of a disease, an ill diet was tl* 
Frenzy, Heresy, and Jealousy, seldom cured. [molheL 

There is no heat of affection but is joined with some idlem 

of brain, says the Spaniard, 
The War is not done so long as my Enemy lircs. 
Some evila are cured by contempt- 
Power seldom grows old at Court- 
Banger iti^elf the best remedy for danger- 
Favour will BE surely perish as life- 
Fear the Beadle of the Law. 
For the same man to be a heretic and a good subject, is i 
Heresy is the school of pride, [compoasib 

Heresy may be easier kept out than shook off* 
Infants' manners are moulded more by the example 
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The world is now-a-daja, God save the Conqueror. 
Uesound minds, like imsound Bodies, if jou feod, you poison - 
Kot only ought fortune to be pictured on a wheel, but eyery 

» thing else in this world* 
All coTet, all lose. 
Better is one Acciiw, than twice to say, Dabo tibL 
An Ass endures his burden, but not more than his burden. 
I Threatened men eat bread, says the Spaniard- 
Tbe beads in the Hand, and the Devil in Capoch ; or, cape 
of the cloak* 
He that will do thee a good turn, either he will be gone or 
I escaped the Thundcn and fell into the Lightning. [die. 
A man of a great memory without learning, hath a rock and 
a spindle, and no staff to spin, 
Tlie death of wolves is the safety of the sheep. ^ 

I He that is once born, once must die. ^| 

He that hath but one eye, must be afraid to lose it. 
He that makes himself a sheep, shall be eat by the wolf. 
He that steals an egg, will steal an ox. ^ 

He that will be sui^ety, shall pay. fl 

He that is afraid of leaves^ goes not to the wood. H 

Kin the mouth of a bad dog falls often a good bone. H 

H Those that God loves, do not live long. ^| 

B Still fisheth he that catcbeth one. ^M 

All flesh is not Tenlson. ^M 

A City that parleys is half gotten. H 

I A dead bee maketb no honey, ^M 

An old dog barks not in vain, ^| 

They that hold the greatest farms, pay the least rent : 
applied to rich men that are unthankful to God* 
Old Camels carry young Camels' skins to the market. 
He that hath time and looks for better time, time cornea 
that he repents himself of time. fl 

Words and feathers the wind carries away. fl 
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Of & pig^t tail JOG can nerer make a good shaft 

The Bath of the Blackamoor hath swoni not to vbiten. 

To a greedy eating horse a short halter. 

The DeTil divides the world hetween Atheism and 3u] 

Such a Saint, snch an oflering. 

We do it soon enough^ if thai we do be weH 

Cmelty is more crnd, if we defer the pain. 

What one daj gires 11% another takes away ^m ns. 

To seek in a Sheep fire feet when there are but four. 

A scabbed horse cannot abide the comb. 

God strikes with his finger, and not with ail his arm 

God gives his wratli by weight, and without weight his mei 

Of a new Prince, new bondage. 

Fortune to one is Mother, to another is Step-mother, 

There h no man, though nerer so little, but sometime® 

New things arc fair. [can h 

The horse that draws after htm liis halter, is not altogei 

No lore is foul, nor priison fair* [< 

We must recoil a little, to the end we may leap the bet 

No day so clear^ but hath dark clouds. 

No hair bo small, but hath his shadow. 

A vrolf will never mate war against atiotlier wolf. 

We must love, as looking one day to hate. 

It is good to have some frieuds both in heaven and hell 

It is very hard to ehave an egg. 

It is good to hold the ass by the bridle. 

The healthful man can give counsel to the sick. 

The death of a young wolf doth never come too soon 

The rage of a wild boar is able to spoil more than one wi 

Virtue flies from the heart of a Mercetmry man* 

The M'olf eats oft of the sheep that hath been warD< 

The mouse that bath but one hole m quickly taken* 

To play at Chess when the house is on fini. 

The itch of disputing is the scab of the Chiurch, 
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Follow not tnith too near the heels, lest it dash out thj teeth. 
Either wealth is much increased, or moderation is much 
When war begins, then hell openeth. [decayed. 

Say to pleasure, Gentle JEve^ I will none of your apple. 
There is a remedy for every thing, could men find it. 
There is an hour wherein a man might be happy all his life, 

could he find it. 
Great Fortune brings with it Great misfortune. 
A fedr day in winter is the mother of a storm. 
Woe be to him that reads but one book. 
Tithe, and be rich. 

The wrath of a mighty man, and the tumult of the 

Mad folks in a narrow place. [people. 

Credit decayed, and people that hare nothing. 

A young wench, a prophetess, and a Latin4)red woman. 

A person marked, and a Widow thrice married. 
^ Foul dirty ways, and long sickness. 

Wind that comes in at a hole, and a reconciled Enemy. 

A Step-mother ; the very name of her sufficeth. 
Critics are like brushers of Noblemen's clothfes. 
He is a great Necromancer, for he asks counsel of the 

Dead : i. e., books. 
A man is known to be mortal by two things, Sleep and 
Princes are venison in Heaven. [Lust. 

Love without end, hath no end, says the Spaniard : meaning, 

if it were not begun on particular ends, it would last. 
Stay a while, that we may make an end the sooner. 
Presents of love fear not to be ill taken of strangers. 
To seek these things is lost labour : Geese in an oil pot, 

fat Hogs among Jews, and Wine in a fishing net. 
Some men plant an opinion they seem to eradicate. 
The Philosophy of Princes is to dive into the Secrets of 
men, leaving the secrets of nature to those that have 
spare time. 
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States liare their conversions and periods as well as natanJ 
Great deserrers grow Intolerable presumers, [l>odiei 

The love of monej and the love of learDing rarely meet. 
Trust no friend with that yoa need, fear him if he w&e 

your enetnj. 
Some had rather lose their friend than their Jest, 
Marry your daughters betimea, less they marry themselTea 
Soldiers in peace are hke chimneys in summen 
Here is a talk of the Turk and the Pope, but my nert 

neighbour doth me more hatDi than either of them both. 
Civil Wars of France made a million of Atheists, and 

thirty thonsand Witches. 
We Bachelors laugh and show our teethe but you mairied 

men laugh till your hearts ache* 
The Devil never assails a man except ha find hini either 

void of knowledge, or of the fear of God, 
There ib nobody will go to hell for company. 
Much money makes a Country poor, for it sets a dearer 

price upon every thing. 
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